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PROLOGUE 


Spoken  by  Mrs.  Butler. 

HOw  we  Jhall  pleafeye  vow  I  cannot  fay  3 

But  Sirs ,  1 Faith  here  is  News  from  Rome  to  day  3 
Tet  know  withal ,  we've  no  foci)  Packets  here , 

As  you  read  once  a  Week,  from  Monkey  Care. 

But  ftead  of  that  Lewd  Stuff  ( that  clogs  the  Nation  ) 
Plain  Love  and  Honour  3  ( t ho  quite  out  of ful) ion  3  ) 
Ours  is  a  Virgin  Rome,  long, ,  long. ,  before 
Pious  Geneva  Rhetorick^calt'd  her  Whore  3. 

For  be  it  known  to  their  Eternal  Shames , 

Thofe  Saints  were  always  good  at  calling  Names  : 

O/Scarlet  Whores  let  "'em  their  Wills  devife * 

But  let  “'em  raife  no  other  Scarlet  lies  3 

Lies  that  advance  the  Good  Old  Caufe,  and  bring 

Into  Contempt  the  Prelate  with  the  RING  . 

Of  what  will  fnch  vile  Brutes  be  now  affraid , 

When  Rats  and  Weazles  the  Lyon’s  Beard  § 

And  then  in  Ignoramus  Holes  they  think. 

Like  other  Vermin ,  to  lie  clofe ,  and  (link 
What  have  ye  gtf/^eConfcietitious  Knaves, 

With  all  your  Fancy’d  Power,  and  Bully  Braves  £ 

With  all  your  Banding  to’t  3  your  Zealous  Furies  3 
TWLawlefs  Tongues,  and  Arbitrary  Juries? 

Tour  Burlefque  Oaths,  when  one  Green- Ribbon-Brother^ 
In  Ccnfnence  will  be  Perjur’d  for  another  ? 

Your  Plots,  Cabals  3  Tour  Treats,  Affociation, 

Te  fhame,  Te  very  Nufance  of  the  Nation , 

What  have  ye  got  but  one  poor  Word  ?■  Such  Tools 
Were  Knaves  before  3  to  which  you've  added  Fools. 

Now  I  dare  Jwear ,  fome  of  you  Whigfters  fay. 

Come  on,  now  for  a  Twinging  Tory  Play . 

But  ,  Noble  Whigs,  pray  let  not  thofe  Fears  ft  art  ye. 
Nor  fright  hence  any  of  the  Sham  Sheriffs  Party  y 
For ,  if  you9 1  take  my  cenfure  of  the  ftory , 

It  is  as  harmlefs  as  e're  came  before  ye , 

Aud  writ  before  the  times  of  Whig  and  Tory. 


Perfons 


The  Persons. 

♦ 


Romulus,  King  of  Rome, 

Hojlilius ,  A  Noble  Roman  his  Friend. 

Spurins  Tarpeius,  Commander  of  a  Fort  in  Rome, 

Tatius,  General  of  the  Sabines, 

. 

Curtins ,  A  Commander  of  Note  in  the  Sabine  Army 
4  WOMEN. 


Herfdia ,  Daughter  of  Tatius,  and  Wife  to  Komulus , 

■ 

Feliciana ,  Her  Sifter,  young  and  Innocent, 
Tarpeia,  Daughter  of  Tarpeius, 

Portia,  n 

Cloe,  g  Sabine  Ladies  attending  Herjilia. 

Cornelia, 


Souldiers ,  and  Attendants, 


The  Scene  Rome. 


Romulus  &  Herfilia, 

OR  THE  !  • 

v*  »  .  ,.r  :  «v;  :  .  ■  .  ,y  *j  i  ;.o X  AW‘ 
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ACT.  I.  SCENE  I. 

Peomulus,  Herfilia,  Hoftilius,  and  Attendance* 


Ron/.  ’^BT'r  "'JSC  "T  tt  Y  weeps  Herjilia  }  What  malicious  ior*- 
m  /%  /  row  envies  the  world  the  lufter  of  thofe 

m  /  tyes,  and  draws  a  Cloud  o’re  beauties  rich- 
eft  treafure;?  Has  love  appear'd  injurious } 
V  *  Do  you  repent  the bleffings  you  have  given 
your  Romulus  >  And  do  I  feem  to  you  too, 
the  hated  Ravilher  your  fevere  Father  makes  me  . ? 

Herf.  Pardoh  my  deareft  Lord,  pardon  thefe  tears,  tis  the  foft 
flame  of  love,  here  at  my  heart,  makes  thefe  warm  drops  diftil. 
I  t  is  for  y  ou  !  Had  I  lefs  value  for  my  Romulus ,  I  had  not  known 
thefe  forrows.  Witnefs  you  Heavens/  I  wifh  I  had  a  voice  might 
reach  the  ear  of every  Roman ,  every  Sabine ,  nay  through  all  Italy , 
while  thus  I  vindicate  my*  Romulus  from  any  force  on<,me,  but  that 
of  love.  You  Gods  f  was  this  a  Rape  !  no  it  was  all  confent;  and 
all  mutual  defign.  But  what  is  love  ?  what’s  Truth  ?  what’s  Juftice  > 
.^vvhenmy  Flint-hearted  Father  calls  it  a  Rape,  and  vows  revenged 
Rom.  And  is  this  all,  my  Love,  are  thefe  the  fears  that  caufe  the 
precious  fhower  ?  If  this  be  all,  ftay  thofe  dear  fireams,  whole  e* 
very  drop’s  a  pearl  of  value  to  redeem  a  Captive  King.  I  Honour 

U  Tati tu 


3  Romulus^  or  the 

Tatws  as  Her  film's  Father  5  but  if  he  brings  us  War,  and  as  a  Foe  ap¬ 
proaches  Romey  fwelling  with  empty  threats,  I’ll  tell  him,  in  the 
language  of  my  Father  Mars ,  I  flight  his  anger,  fmile  at  his  Re¬ 
venge. 

Herf.  But  I  muft  be  unhappy  3  whoever  wins ,  yet  I  muft  Iofe 
fufficiently  .*  Whether  my  Father  or  my  Husband  bleeds,  ftjlllam 
wounded,  good  Heavens  !why  have  you  made  the  fweets  of  love 
ever  to  be  allay’d  with  fo  much  bitternefs  ? 

Rom .  You  kill  me  with  your  tears:  My  love,  my  love,  wou’d 
you  have  me  weep  too?  Foibear,  or  I  (hall  lofe my  Manhood, 
while  all  that's  Roman  in  me  melts  away  to  fee  you  thus  defblved 
inforrows}  what  wou’d  you  have  me  do  ?  Sweeteft  of  all  thy  Sex, 
at  your  Command  I’ll  fall  at  Tatius  feet,  and  bid  him  cut  my  head  off, 
becaufe  I  love  his*  Daughter  more  then  ten  thoufand  lives. 

Herf.  Forbid  it  all  you  Cods  5  no,  live  my  Lord,  live  to  defend 
Herfiliay  your  Heyjtlia ,  from  a  cruel  Father,  who  wou’d  not  let  her 
live,  that  is,  not  love  her  Romulus :  Live  to  defend  that  Romulusy 
Herfilia's  better  felf,from  an un juft  invader.*  Methinks  I  feel  infpired 
a  courage  truly  brave  and  truly  R omany  let  the  malicious  world 
affault  me  with  all  its  fury,  while  I  am  thus  inthrptfd  in  your  dear 
Armes,  I  amfecureof  Fortune. 

R om.  Ay  l  now  I’m  bleft,  now,  now  I  Reign  indeed,  now  at 
this  omen,  I  fee  my  Infant  Rome  lift  her  afpiring  head  above  the 
Nations,  -  while  all  the  Ocean  and  the  remoteft  Ifles  dance  at  her 
fmiles,  and  tremble  at  her  frowns.  Othou  brighter  Venus ,  thou 
more  Majeftick  Jutioy  can  you  fay  this  tome  and  not  transfer  at  the 
feme  time  the  whole  worlds  Empire  hither  ?  Hoflilius !  Friend  f 
why  are  you  filent  ?  fpeak  my  beft  Friend,  am  l  not  truly  great, 
can  there  be  greater  ? 

Hoft.  ( aftde )  Oh  tormenting  QueftionfHow  fhalll  anfwer  this 
and  not  difcover  a  bafe  unfriendly  envy  ?  Away  degenerate  Paf- 
fion,  FU  tear  thee  from  my  long  abufed  heart ,  or  tear  that  heart 
out. 

Rom.  What  means  this  filenee  ?  Does  ill  fate  appear,  in  all  its 
various  forms  of  forrowto  me?  Here  drown’d  in  tears,  and  there 
in  filent  groans.  She  cannot  fure  keep  long  from  me,  fince  fhe  has 
made  fo  near  approaches.  You  two  divide  my  Soul :  The  beft  of 
Women,  and  the  worthieft  Friend  5  and  do  you  ftrive  whefe  grief 
fhall  moft  afflift  me  ? 

HoJi%  Forgive  me,  Sir,  or  rather  pitty  me,  tis  I  am  only  wretched 
amidft  this  common  Joy*oppreft  with  an  ill  timed  and  caufeleft 

MeLmcholly 
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Melancholly.  ’Tis  a  difeafe  I  know  j  let  it  not  be  infectious,  why 
(hould  you  be  concern’d  to  hear  me  figh.  Are  not  you  bleft  in 
your  Herjilias  love*  you  are  an  Emperour,  a  God  in  that,  and  you 
deferve  it,  which  of  all  the  immortal  beings  woud  not  change  Hea- 
vens  with  Romulus}  Woud  you  contemplate  the Ctleftial  Glories? 
You  have  ’em  here.  Wou’d  you  fee  brighter  Stars  than  thofe 
above  ?  behold  ’em  in  thefe  eyes.  Woud  you  have  Mufick  far  be¬ 
yond  that  of  the  higher  Orbs  ?  Herjilias  voice  (hall  give  it.  Woud 
you  be  immortal  and  tafte  Ambrofia  ?  You  have  it  in  thefe  Lips.* 
The  dyet  of  the  Gods  is  pall'd  and  courfe  to  that, 

But  I'm  a  Devil,  damn’d  to  difpairand  filence.  *  [  AJidc. 

Row.  Can  I  be  happy,  and  Hojiilius  wear  a  Mourning  look  £ 
My  Joys  lhould  be  all  yours,  or  mine  your  forrows,  if  I*m  thus 
highly  bleft,  (and  fure  lam.)  pertake  of  all  my  Fortune.  Com¬ 
mand,  Rule,  Reign,  over  my  Rowe  and  me.  Have  I  a  City,  Sub¬ 
jects,  Crown,  and  my  Friend  not  the  fame?  Is  not  Hojiilius  Ro- 
mttlus,  and  Romulus  Hojiilius  ?  Take  and  enjoy  then  all  that 
makes  me  happy,  but  leave  your  mournfulfilence. 

Hoji.  ( Ajide  )  Oh  Royal  bounty  /  oh  unheedful  kindnefs,  he 
knows  not  what  he  (ayes  ,  nor  I  to  anfwer  to  this  invidious 
Friendftiip. 


Enter  Feliciana. 

F eli.  Oh  Sifter,  Odear  Herjilia ,  what  will  become  of  us: 

Herf.  Why  Sifter,  what  (urprizing  fright  has  caus’d  this  Quefti- 
on  .<? 

Feli.  The  City ’sail  allarm’d  .•  While  from  the  Tarrace  yonder, 
I  law  the  diitant-hills  towards  the  weft-gate  covered  with  Arm¬ 
ed  Sabines  drawing  this  way :  I  hear  they  come  to  have  us  back, 
ahve  or  dead  5  are  thefe  the  effeCts  of  your  Heroick  Paffions !  in¬ 
deed  Herfiha,  tho  I  refped  you  dearly  ,  you  had  not  had  my 
Company,  it  I  had  thought  I  thoud  have  dyed  for  Love 

Raw.  Innocently  pretty !  fear  not*  Feliciana,  thefe  are  but  (hews 
ofterrour  there  s  nothings  real  in ’em.  Come  ®4,  let  us 
go  view  the  Enemy  and  give  fuch  orders  as  may  fecure  the 
Ladies  fears,  and  make  the  Sabines  know,  Romans  and  Lovers  arc 
not  to  be  Conquered. 


B  a 


£  Exeunt  Rom.  Hoft. 

Felt, 
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Felt.  Sifter,  how  great  a  change  do  we  find- here  from  the  ftill 
life '  We  ’mongft  the '  Sabznes  led,  while  at  our  Fathers  Silvan  Pal- 
Jace,  there*,  frigh  ter  from  love,  and  feldome  feen  of  Men,  we  fpent 
fo  many  dayes  in  the  adjoyning  Groves,  that  all  the  wild  Inhabi¬ 
tants  knew  us  as  part  of  them,  the  Thorftle Nightingale  ,  and 
little  Redbreft,  with  all  the  other  pretty  feather’d  Quire,  at  our  ap¬ 
proach  woud  flock  about,  and  fill  the  Air  with  a  complcat  and 
chearful  .confort  :  The  fpeckled  Dear  woud  fearlefs  bring  their 
fawns,/ arid  leek  their  food  from  me. 

Hcrjl  True  Feliciana,  thole  were  our  fofter  hours. 

Thoughtlefs  in  that  calm  ftatewe  paft  the  year,. 

And  knew:  not  whatit  was  to  love  or  fear. 

But  now  I  have  learnt;  both  ^  fince  the  brave  R owulus  firft  met 
me  in  thqle  fhades  :  (“Ah  fatal  hour,  yet  hour  I*  ftill  muft  love) 
we  often  .rtiet ,.  and  full  of  angry  tears  at  the  approaching 
might  as  often  parted.  You  know  Feliciana ,  how  we  difpairing 
ever  to  procure  the  fever  cTatius  to  approve  our  love,  the  gene¬ 
rous  Youth  ofRtf/^e,  by  my  content,  forc’d  us,  and  all  our  Train 
of  Sabine  Ladies*  from  the  great  feaftand  Sacred  Rights  of  Confits . 

Feli*  I  know  too  much:  Woud  I  had  never  known  more  then 
the  harmlels  joyes  of  our  own  dwelling,  Widdow’dfor  Ibis  ofme$ 
how  will  the  Turtles  grieve ,  which  I  fo  often  fed  ,  and  kift  in 
feeding  ?  Were  they  now  here,,  methinks,  I  could  inftruft  ’em  to 
figh,  and  Coo,  and  mourn,  with  better  Emphefis,  then  their 
own  featherU  Parents  in*a  Grove  of  Cyprefs.  [ Weeps . 

Henfi  Alas  my  pretty  Sifter,  weep  not  however.  If  the  fweet 
toiles  of  Lovers  are  uneafie  to  you,  you  may  return.  Command 
a  Chariot  and  a  Convoy  when  you  pleated  why  Ihoud  I  force  my 
Sifter,to  pertake  my  troubles.- 

Feli.  Sure  Herfilia  cannot  have  fo  mean  a  thought  of  me,  to 
think  I3de  leave  her,  no  I’le  die  here:  Yet  wear  you  not  my  Sifter, 
I  coud  not  go  from  R ome.  1  know  not  what  it  is,  but  lomethirig 
here,  about  my  heart,  affii&s  me,  and  often  pants,  and  heaves, 

.  and  almoft  flops  my  breathy  and  will  not  fuffer  me  fo  much  as 
wifh  to.be  again  amongft  the  Sabines  and  my  once  loved  pleafure: 
Of  late  I  alwayes  weep  and  figh  when  private, yet  know  not  why : 

I  feek  to  be  alone ,  hate  Company,  yet  know  not  well  the  caufe 
of  this  uneafie  humour. 

Her/.  Why  thefe  are  all  the  innocent  fignsof  Itifled  Love. 

Feli.  (  fishing  .)  Indeed  it  may  be  lo :  Had  it  been  any  thing  but 
that3I  might  perhaps  have  known  the  caufe,  and  fought  a  cure  $  but 

iove!$: 
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loves  fo  great  a  ftranger,!  can’t :  So  much  as  guefs  at  his  proceedings. 

Her.  How  long  have  you  been  thus  ? 

Fel.  E’re  fince  the  willing  force  that  brought  us  hither.  I  need 
not  tell  you  (for  you  .well  xemember^)  how  at  thofe  publick  Shews 
where  we  were  taken,  Prifoners  of  Love,  when  at  the  fignal  given 
Your  R omnlns  feiz’d  you,  and  every  Roman  youth,  that  Lady  whom 
his  choice  or  chance  prefented :  Hojiilius ,  for  my  quality  no  doubt,  as 
being  your  Sifter,  not  for  my  perfen,  made  me  his  care,  and  enter¬ 
tained  me  then  with  fomuch  gallantry, and  fuch  obliging  kindnds , 
that  I  have  never  fince  had  any  eafe  but  when:!  fee  him,  yet  I  had  ra¬ 
ther  die  than  he  fhould  know  it. 

Hevf.  Fear  not  dying  my  Felcianay  I  know  Hojiilius ,by  his  filent 
fighs,  melts  with  loves  kindly  flames.as  much  as;  you.  ^ 

Fel .  That,  that’s  my  torment —  :  for  iiliy  a$I  am,  I  fee  he  loves; 
but  fee  withal,  I’m  not  the  Objefr.  Since  that  dear  time  of  Our  firft 
c  ncounter  ,  he  never  treated  me  with  one  kind  word  y  But-  where- 
Ibever  I’m  prefent,  he  looks  another  way,  andfighs,and  never  fpeaks 
tome.  *  r,  I  cr.  i  v.  .  \ 

Herf.  Pretty  Feliciana  weep  no  more  5  but  truft  your  Cares  to 
rde,  I  will 'find  out  a  Cure,  for  this  fweet  innocent  Paffion.  Mean 
time,  let’s  feek  my  R otnulus  :  I  have  not  patience  to  endure  his  ab¬ 
sence  :  I  know  his  friend  is  with  him  too  :  Come  Sifter,  you  fhall 
fee  Hojiilius. 

Fel.  O  hold,  I  dare  not  Sifter  ."  Since  I  have  told  you  all  my 
w  eaknels  for  Hojiilius^  I  am  afhamed  t6  letiyou  fee  me  fee  him. . f  t 

H erf.  Away  you  fo^lifh  Innocent,  remove  -hi 
Such  idle  fcru pies,  or  ne  re  thrive  inwove,  [Exeunt,. 


ACT.  I*  SCENE  II. 

«'«K  .*  ,'I. fTjf  ■  fl  *;j  r  ‘-VJJifji  (Vj  ••  I  :• 

Enter  Romulus,  Hoftilius,  Spurius  Tarpeius. 

Rom.  r  ■  *•<  H  E  Weftern  Cate  that  fronts  the  Enemy,  with  the 
adjoyningFort,  Tarpeius,  I  commit  to  your  experi- 
■  enc’d  Loyalty  and  Conduft. 

Sp.Tar.  It  is  an  honour  Sir,  twhich  when  I  give  you  caufe  to  wifh 
undone*  take  off  my  head.  ’ 

B  3.  JRom., 


m 
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R om.  HoJJiliiiSy  to  you  belongs  all  the  Command  I  have  my  felf  in 
my  own  City. 

H ojlil.  Why  {hou’d  you  be  lo  prodigal  of  favours !  Why  (hou’d 
you  lavilh  thus,  my  bed  of  friends,  what  Heaven  and  your  own  me¬ 
rits  have  confpired  to  make  you  only  worthy  of!  On  me,  on  me 
too  :  One  that  can  tafte  no  happinels,  one  whole  dull  fence  has  loft 
all  relilh  of  a  blelfing,  one  born  to  be  a  wretch,  a  curft  unhappy 
wretch/ 

Rom.  This  is  extravagancy,  lure  friend  you  are  not  well. 

H ojiil.  My  tongue  too  much  betrays  me,  woud  I  coud  fpit  it  out 
—  Imuftconfels,greatSir,mymindof  late  ismuchdiftempered.* 
Which  often  makes  my  language  out  of  order.  It  is  a  cauflels  tran« 
fiant  Cloud,  I  know,  and  loon  will  oyer.  I  beg  you  take  no  notice 
of  it.  I  am  too  fenfible  of  nay  own  imperfeftion,  and  am  alhamed 
to  havent  known  to  others. 

Rom.  ’Tis  reafon  nobly  urged,  I’m  filent —  but  fee  H erjilia.— 

' i  \  \  . .  -  9  -  -  "  ‘  ^  <  r*  f  *  ~  p  ’.f  "  .1-1  «  •'  c-.  \f  ;  v  * 

Enter  Herfilia,  Feliciana,  Tarpeia,  &c. 
o:  i  ;1i.3  V'>  r  -worn  on  'psr/  va'-'-./i’-. 

Rom.  Be  lafemy  Love  as  your  own  wilh  can  fancy :  Nor  let  the 
pretty  Feliciana  fear,  fin ce  Rome  is  now  fo  guarded,  that  the  Sabines 
may  as  well  hope  to  ftorm  the  Cloud  as  prevail  here.-  No  arms  but 
thofe  of  friendlhip  can  pals  thefe  Walls.  » 

Her.  I  thitik,  my  Lord  your  caufe  will  raife  an  Army  even  of  Wo¬ 
men.  Tarpeia  talks  lb  bravely  here,  and  in  luch  Martial  Language, 
that  were  we  all  like  her  we  alone  were  lumcient,  not  only  to  defend 
our  felves,  but  tofubdue  all  the  adjacent  Enemies  of  Rome. 

Rom.  YourConqueft,  fweet  Herfilia,  have  been  already  greater : 
And  for  the  fair  Tarpeia  fince  the  appears  lb  brave,  the  too  lhallhave 
a  lharein  our  Command —  Tarpeim,  let  your  Daughter  aft  asLeiute- 
nant  inyour  abfence  :  This  is  the  Ladies  War,  and  why  thould  then 
that  Sex  be  bar'd  to  lhare  the  honours  of  it  ? 

1  Enter  a  Souldier. 

Sol <  Salims  C  Hr  tins  Sir,  fent  from  the  Enemy,  attends  without. 
Rom.  Admit  him.  • 

Fel.  Now  Sifter  Ihould  this  War,  fearce  yet  begun,  end  in  a  treaty  ? 
Herf.  As  I’m  a  Saline  by  my.  Birth,  I  wilh  a  Peace  with  honour, 
but  I  am  more  a  Roman  by  my  inclination  than  to  delire  it 
baljely. 


Enter 
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-  «  -j  -  m  . 

Enter  Curtius. 

C«r.  T<*/«w  the  juft,  to  the  great  R .omulus,  hath  fent  thc-fe  terms 

of  Peace  - 

Hofi.  He  fpeaks  as  if  we  were  already  Conquered ! 

Rom.  Suffer  him,  good  Uojlilius.  — •  Go  on  Sir 

Cur.  He  fayes  the  Sabines  never  yet  loved  war  meerly  for  the 
inhumane  aft  of  killing.  Tis  your  own  felves  then  that  deftroy 
yourfelves,  if  you  refute  him  Jufticej  he  offers  therefore,  e’re  yet 
the  Sword  has  been  unkind  to  Roman  Mothers,  e’re  widdowed 
Matrons,  with  hands  up  heav’d  to  Heaven,  name  you,  and  curfe  the 
caule  that  rob’d  them  of  their  Husbands ,  e’re  Orphan  Babes ,  like 
Callow  Birds ,  the  old  one  killed  abroad^dye  mourning  for  their 
food  •,  ’ere  thefe  and  thoufand  worfe  events  of  war  arrive,  he  of¬ 
fers  to  withdraw  his  arms ,  if  you  reftore  H erjilia  and  the  othsr 

La(Jies. 

Hoji.  Reftore  H erjilia'? 

Cur.  Who  ’gainft  the  Law  of  Nations,  ’gainft  all  the  rights  of 
Civil  life,  you  firft  invited  to  your  publick  Entertainments,  and 
then  from  thence  fo  fouly  ravilht.  Our  General  farther  fayes,  if 
after  this  your  merits  can  prevail  with  their  refpeftive  Parents, 
to  gain ’em  for  your  Wives,  you  (hall  have  liberty  to  ufefuch  formal 
means  in  your  addrefs,  ^  peace  and  Love ,  not  brutal  force  al¬ 
low  of. 

Rom.  Tell  the  rnoft  Noble  Tatitis ,  he  is  now  our  Father-in-law, 
and  we  as  fuch  (hall  treat  him  $  how  e’re  his,  paffion  bids  him  aft 
with  us.  Her(ilia,s  not  alhamed  to  call  her  Romulus  Husband  $  and 
can  her  Romulus  fear  to  call  her  Wife,  and  as  fuch  keep  her  here  ? 
No,  Ihou’d  he  bring  a  greater  force  than  that  which  made  the  ten 
years  Seige  at  Troy ,  here  the  (houd  live  and  Reign ,  fecure ,  and 
better  guarded  then  their  Palladium :  And  for  the  other  Ladies , 
fin  all  but  thirty,  and  moft  Attendants  to  H  erftlia)  they  have  all 
found  by  their  own  free  Eleftion,  Husbands  or  humble  Lovers  of 
the  beft  of  Rome  :J  cannot  force  the  property  of  others,  nor  can 
I  in  civility  bid  ’em  remove,  where  their  own  choice  and  love 
has  made ’em  fettle  $  befidesit  were  impertineut  and  bafefor  us  to 
quit  the  love  which  they  themfelves  have  given,  and  make  a  new 
Court  o’re  again  to  their  old  Parents  5  as  for  the  foul  aft  which 
you  charge  me  with,  and  call  a  Rape,  Her fi lid’s  felf,  whofe  every 
Cllable’s  a  facred  truth,  can  purge  that  fcandal. 


8-  Romulus*  or  the 

Her/!  Yes  3  Heaven  and  I  canWitnefs,  Co  can  Feliciana,  that  5twa* 
no  force  but  a  confederate  plot  ’twixt  my  lov’d  Lord  and  me.I  knew 
too  well  how  little  kind'my  Father  was  to  all  the  Komans,  how  vile¬ 
ly  he  has  fpoke  of  their  original ,  and  the  Afylum ,  with  reafon 
therefore  my  Lord  and  I  defpair’d  of  his  alfent,  and  us’d  this  means 
to  Crown  our  loves:  Are* your  demands  then  juft  or  Honourable 
that  leek  to  make  a  Husband  quit  his  Wife  .<? 

Hoji.  Reftore  Herjilia  ?  Did  he  not  fay  e"re  while  reftore  Her- 
film  ? No,  I  will  firft  my  felf  fight  your  whole  Army  ,  take  all 
the  wounds  ten  thouland  (words  can  give  me,  challenge  every 
weapon  in  all  your  Camp  to  do  its  office  here,  Cut,  Galh,  and 
mangle  every  part  about  me,  till  there's  not  left  one  place  to  make  a 
wound  on,  and  I  at  laft  drown  in  a  Sea  of  my  own  blood,  ere  you 
(hall  have  Herfilia.  c 

Feli.  ( afuky  Sure  h#miftakes  the  name,  he  fhoud  havs  (aid 
Feliciana, 3  my  love  woud  have  it  lo.  How  happy  had  I  been,  if 
this  concern,  this  high  excels  of  favour  had  appeared  for  me,  but 
now  how  wretched  3  O  Khali  faint,  conduft  me,  Cwcet  Cornelia,  to 
my  Chamber.  ,  ...  [Exit. 

R om.  Your  friettdfhip,  dear  Hojlilius,  carries  you  beyond  your 
temper  3  my  caufe  too  far  tranfports  you. 

Cur.  If  thefe  be  your  relolves,  I  have  command  to  tell  you,  War 
muft  forjce  the  right  which  you  deny  us. 

R om.  If  we  muft  fight,  where  we  had  rather  Love,  and  ule  thole 
arms  to  kill  which  fhould  embrace,  kn Curtins  we  are  ready 
either  way  :  Nor  let  your  Sabines  think  to  find  our  courage  left 
than  our  love  fuccefsful.  We  know  the  way  to  make  your  Men 
as  well  as  Women  Captives.  Tarpeius  fee  him  lafe  without  the  walls: 
Farewel  Sir. 

Hoji .  Since  you  demand  to  have  H erfilia  back,  I  am  no  Man  of 
words, I  cannot  argue  whether  the  thing  be  juft  which  you  demand, 
but  if  you  are  brave  meet  me  in  the  next  skirmilh,  and  then  like 
Men  and  Soulders  we5l  difpute  it.  This  if  you  dare.  - 

Cur:  I  fmile  at  thele  laft  words  3  I  dare  do  more  than  I  dare  (peak, 
lama  Coward  in  my  boafting.  I  long  to  meet  you,  Sir,  till  then  I  am 
your  Servant.  [Exit  ®ir.  and  Tarpeius. 

Tarp.  Gallantly  anfwered,  and  with  temper  5  me- 
thinks  I  love  himfor’t,  I  with  I  were  a  Sabine  Maid,  m  Ajide.  ^ 
or  he  a  R oman.  ^ 

R om.  Come  my  Herfilia ,  while  wrehave  you,  we  cannot  doubt 
the  fate  of  Blowc  3  Fortune  and  Viftory  muft  aft  for  us,  having 

fo 
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fo  dear  a  pledge :  The  love  infpired 

By  you,  a  ftronger  power  and  more  afliftance  brings 

To  our  Triumphant  caufe,  than  all  the  aid, 

Ijuftly  may  expeftfrom  Mars  my  Father. 

Then  how  fucctfslefsmuft  the  Sabines  prove 
Oppofing  both  the  Cods  of  War,  and  Love.  [  Ex.  aU  but  Hoftilius, 
H oft.  Butmore  fuccefslefs  I,  who  fight  againfl; 

Two  fuch  almighty  paffions  as  Love  and  Friendfhip : 

Ye  Gods  !  What  have  I  done  to  merit  fuch  a  torment  > 

While  thefe  two  Heavenly  names  ftrive  in  my  breaft, 

Tis  hell  to  me :  I’m  damn’d  in  the  conteft. 

But  why  fhou’d  I  look  on,  as  unconcern’d 
While  Civil  War  within  me  rends  me  peice-mealj 
No,  I  will  be  a  Monarch  o’re  my  fel£ 

And  crufh  theRebels.  Away  thou  foft  feducer  Love, 

Tyrant  andTraytor  ^  1  ama  R oman^ 

And  will  keep  my  Friendfhip  facred. 

Who  can  offend  inthought,fo(weeta  Friend 

As  is  the  Mighty R omulus  >  How  blind  is  real  kindnefs. 

He  couJd  not  fee  my  Paffion  for  H erfilia^ 

When  my  love  raved  but  thought  it  his  concern/' 

O  innocent  obliging  Goodnefs !  I  with 
The  Sword  of  Curtins  ,  when  we  fhall  meet, 

May  find  a  way  to  revenge  R omulus^ 

And  peircing  this  offending  bofbme ,  end 

Thofe  thoughts  that  dared  to  injure  fuch  a  friend.  [  Exit. 


ACT.  II.  Scena  Prima. 
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A  Field  before  the  Walls  of  Rome.  Drums  and  Trumpets. 
Enter  Curtius  and  other  Sabines. 


Cur.  V  Would  not  have  this  skirmifh  grow  into  a  Battle, 

B  Ho,  Laufus  , 

Bid  thofe  Rutilian  feccours  halt  till  further  Orders, 
i.  Sab.  The  R omans^  Sir,  draw  from  their  works  apace* 

Cur.  No  matter,  I  know  they  are  too  brave 
To  ufe their  odds,  -  -  . 

O  are  you  come  Sir. 

Enter 
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Enter  Hoftilius  and  other  Romans. 

Vlojl.  (To  his  party)  Stand  here  3  approach  no  nearer 
As  you  refpeft  your  lives. 

Car.  (To  his)  Withdraw  to  the  lame  diftance, 

And  leave  me  Angle  to  my  Generous  Enemy. 

Hojl.  Curtins ,  1  fee  you  are  Noble  and  dare  be  brave  5 
I  ought  in  Juftice  then  to  ask  your  Pardon, 

That  I  e’re  queftionedit:  they  were  rath  words, 

And  I  repent ’em.  4 

Cur.  Spare  your  Apologies.*  Firft  try  what  truth 
Is  in  the  appearance.  If  I  indeed  have  Courage, 

You  may  have  caufe  enough ,  Sir,  to  repent, 

But  if  you  find  me  fhrink  chaftize  me  for  it. 

Hojl.  The  lame  for  me  - —  Come,  Sir,  this  is  for  Romulus 
The  beft  of  Men,  and  fweet  B erfilias  caufe.  [They  fight ,  and pauje. 

Cur.  Sure  H ojiilius  ^  you  but  dally,  and  hardly  think  me 
Such  an  Enemy  as  may  deferve your  utmoft  force.. 

Know  then  if  you  are  R omulus  Champion* 

I  am  his  fecret  Rival.  I- love  H erjilia^ 

Tho  the  her  felf  yet  never  knew  it, 

And  w  i  t h  fo  fire  n  g  a  Paffion, 

That  were  not  "Jatius  for  this  war  3  fhouldhe 
Forget  his  Daughter,  yet  I  my  felf 
Would  raife  an  Army  to  redeem  my  Miftrefs, 

This  fure  will  make  you  fight  in  earneft. 

Hojl.  Unhappily  diicovered !  O,  I  am  wounded 
In  the  moft  tender  part  about  me  3  thou  haft 
Unkindly  rob'd  me  of  my  Honour  3 
That  which  I  late  defign’d  my  dear  Friends  quarrel 
Is  now  my  own  3  myboafted  Friendfhip*  fpight 
Of  all’ my  reafon,  bafely  yeilds  to  love, 

The  near  extinguifhed  flame  rages  again. 

Now  I  have  found  a  Rival.  Hold  Curtins  3: 

Let  me  reward  your  fecret  with  another. 

That's  yet  unknown  to  all  the  world  3 
I  love  Herfilia  ,  ( I  wifh  I  cou’d  not fay) 

Equal  to  Romulus  3  and  if  my  flame 
So  hardly  yeilds  to  what  I  owe  to  him, 

The  Good  ,  the  Great ,  tie  God-born  Romulus , 

How  can  1  hear  thy  .  Claim*?  Have  at  thy  heart. 

Cur  Guard  well  thy  own,  Hcjlilius^  my  heart  can  know 
No.  wounds  p  but  what  H  erjilia  gave,  both  Wounded. 

Cm;, 


i 


Sabine  War.  it 

Cur.  How  juft  and  how  invincible  fo  e’re, 

You  think  your  caufe,  I  fee,  ’twill  not  proteft  yoU  i 
You  are  not  invulnerable.  You  can  bleed , 

As  well  as  I. 

H oji.  It  is  my  glory ,  Curtins ! 

I  never  loved  my  blood  till  now, that  it  appears 

So  ready  tobefpent  in  her  dear  caufe 

For  whom  I  have  it.  Flow,  flow  forever 

You  immortal  Fountains  3  the  ftreams  you  fee,  O  Sabine^ 

Are  not  the  Ebbs  of  life  but  fprings  of  love. 

Cur.  That  (hall  be  thu:  determined  : -  [  Fight . 

1.  Sab.  Should  we  ftand  here  and  fee  the  noble  Curtins 
Fight  to  deaths 

2.  Sab.  It  is  not  reafon,  His  life’s  not  all  his  own  but  partly  ours, 
i.  Rom.  See,  yonder  Sabines  move  to  aflift  their  Leader: 

We  mud  not  fee  the  brave  H cjiilius  fall  oppreft  by  number. 

[The  Soldiers  draw  to  their  Principals ,  and  all  engage • 
Enter  Romulus. 

Rom.  My  Friend  engaged  and  wounded  3  it  was  a  lucky 
Chance  that  brought  me  to  this  quarter. 

[He  engages 3  the  Sabines  beaten  off. 

H oft.  Ill  timed  affiftance  !  had  no^  he  appear’d 
Either  I  might  have  kill’d  or  dyed  3 

Fortune  I  cannot  thank  thee  for  this  kindnefs.  [ Afide . 

Rom.  Still  brave  and  ftill  in  noble  danger  ,  why 
Are  you  fo  covetous  of  Honour,  Friend, 

As  thus  to  fteal  it  from  your  Romulus , 

And  not  acquaint  me  with  the  envy’d  purchafe? 

Why  that  emphatick  figh.^  I  know  "tis  not  your  wounds.^ 

H oft.  A  wound  how  deep  foever,  was  never  worth  it. 

Butthefe  are  flight. 

Rom.  Slight  as  they  are.  He  urge  the  caufe  no  further 
Till  I  have  feen  ’em  dreft,  — . — 

Uojl.  I’de  rather  make  ’em  wider  3  why  do  we  not 
Purfue  the  Enemy  ?  Let  me  but  once  again 
Engage  with  Curtins ,  and  I  will  never  ask 
Another  favour. 

Kom.  You  fhall  not  go  -  [  Holds  him. 

I  never  us’d  my  power  upon  my  friend  till  now: 

Indeed  you  fhall  not  go.. 

Hojl.  Under  how  greivous  a  reftraint  am  I, 

Who  can  with  pleafure  neither  live  nor  dye  ?  [Exeunt. 

C  2  SCEJNE 
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"U T  ;  '  ft  |  V ’ 

•  S  C  E  N  E  1 1.  The  P allace, 

'Enter  Tarpeia,  Portia.  * 

Tort,  V  T  7  Hat  a  lad  fight  Tarpeia  have  we  had 

VV  From  yonder  Tarrace?  The  memory  ft  ill  affii&sme* 
Methinks  it  is  a  moft  undecent  thing, 

To  lee  brave  men,  whom  nature  fure  ordain’d 
For  better  ends,  and  more  to  her  advantage, 

Like  Tygers  fight  and  wory  one  another. 

Tarp.  You  tremble  Tortia ,  that  which  chills  your  blood 
Has  heated  mine  to  noble  Emulation, 

Had  I  been  man  I  had  not  ftood  with  you, 

Idle  fpeftator  of  the  brave  engagement 

But  run  among  ’em,  wild*  to  the  thickeft  aftiorr. 

Port,  Sure  you  but  jeft,  can  any  woman  have 

Thoughts  fo  extravagant  - 

Tarp,  Nature  as  wrong’d  me  when  fhe  made  me  Woman  : 

Or  elfe  when  I  was  form’d,  fhe  heedlefs  and  haftily, 

Snatch’t  the  next  Soul  for  me,  and  left  my  Sexlmperfeft. 

Port,  Love  is  our  Province,  Women  know  no  Wars, 

But  of  the  paffions.-  Hope,  Fear,  foft  defires. 

Sorrows  and  fuddain  joys,  make  all  our  Battels. 

Happy  are  you  Tarpeia ,  fince  your  heart, 

1  hus  arm’d,  leans  proof  againft  that  paffion 
Which  kills,  and  even  damns  fo  many  of  us. 

Tarp.  Wou’d  it  were  fo,  my  Portia,  as  you  fancy.  — 

But  waveing  this,  I  prithee  tell  me  freely. 

Which  you  eft eem  the  moft  deftrving  Men, 

Our  Romans  or  your  Sabines  £ 

Port.  Ay  this  I  like  indeed,  I’de  rather  talk 
Of  gallant  Men,  than  fee  'em  fight  and  kill.  — » 

By  Jnno,  then  Tarpeia ,  I  efteem 

Your  Kcman  Meen  5  it  fpeaks  a  Soul  more  great; 

A  finer  Ihape,  a  lace  more  pleas’d,  a  look 
More  amorous  than  ours. 

Tarp.  Come,  this  is  all  but  Complement  tome* 

Methinks  your  Sabines  much  ex£el  our  Men, 

Solid,  Majeftical,  offachalook 

Asfpeaks  ’em  truly  juft,  and  even  tempered. 

More  noble  than  to  give  a  wrong,  but  when 
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Received,  duly  requiting. 

Port .  Call  ’em  fevere,  Tarpeia ,  and  revengeful. 

O  did  you  knowhow  drift  they  guard  their  Women, 

Seldome  or  never  feen  abroad,  but  at 
A  Sacrifice  or  pablick  Rites  to  Heaven  .• 

Thus  Tatius  kept  his  Daughters,  a  Man  fo  juft 

He  knows  no  mercy.  - 

Tarp .  —  But  what  of  Curtins ,  prithee? 

Port.  You  have  named  the  only  he  of  all  oar  Nation, 

Thats  like  a  Man  indeed,  fuch  as  l’de  have  him  .* 

Young,  Courtly,  Brave,  well  made,  and  Noble  born, 

Mighty  obliging,  and  of  as  mighty  Courage. 

Tarp .  She  reads  my  cloler  thoughts,  before  (he  fpake 
My  Soul  had  fram’d  this  Charafter  of  Curtins .  \_afide. 

Port .  But  for  that  one  we  have  a  world  of  others, 

Who  though  indu’d  with  vertue  upon  vertue. 

Are  yet  of  fuch  a  fallen  gravity, 

And  fo  morofely  wife  you’d  think  ’em  out 
Of  humour  with  the  world,  yet  more  contented 
Inafinall  Houfe  and  Garden,  than  Kings  in  Courts- 
Tarp .  But  Curtins  — - 

Port.  Seems  more  a  Roman,  than  a  Sabine  he 
Scorns  the  low  thoughts  of  dull  Philofophy  5 
And  fince  the  Gods  gave  him  a  Princes  Soul , 

He  overlooks  the  fate  of  a  Plebeian ,  — 

Rome,  Rome  muft  Rule  the  World !  it  can’t  be  otherwife. 

Since  (he  alone  can  fhevv  a  thoufand  fuch. 

I  fancy  Romulus.  - 

Tarp.  More,  more,  of  Curtins :  I  love  to  hear  thee  fpeak  5 
You  paint  fo  prittily  the  Man  your  favour. 

Pert.  I  favour  him,  Tarpeia ?  alas  that  needs  noty 
He  little  values  any  of  our  favours* 

For  he  had  never  any  Miftrefe  yety 

(At  leaft,  that  we  can  guefi.)  that’s  his  chief  fault. 

Tarp.  I  like  this  beft  of  all }  I  have  no  Rival.  [ajide* 


Enter  Cornelia,  Singing. 

ZJje  jour  Tenth ,  ufe  your  Youth  and  happy  hours, 
while  they  remain: 

Cheerfilly ,  Cheerfully ,  while  they  are  ours , 
the  blejjings  entertain. 

For  time  once  lojl  can  ne  re  be  found  again* 

For  time  once,  &c. 
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Tarp.  See  Portia  fee,  how  unconcern’d  (he  feems, 

Carelefs  of  fate  while  the  alarms  of  war. 

Or  feircer  love,  difquiet  all  her  Sex. 

Have  you  no  heart  Cornelia  $ 

Cor .  Not  to  admit  of  love,  or  fear,  Tarpeia : 

The  Boy-God  never  dar’d  to  wound  my  breaft  3 
AndifFme  arm’d  againft  a  God,  why  fhould 
I  fear  a  Souldier,  —  Portia  the  Queen  asks  for  you. 

Port .  Then  wemuft  part :  Farewel  Tarpeia .  [ Ex .  Port.  Cor. 

Tarp.  Farewell ;  farewel  Conelia ,  ah  happy  Girl, 

In  her  own  Childifh  innocence  fecure^ 

She  never  dreams  the  fmart  which  1  endure.  [Exit' 
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Romulus,  Hoftilius. 

Rom.  T  T  O  W  long,  Hoftilius,  muft  I  fue  in  vain, 
jLJ  To  know  the  caufe  why  I  am  thus  affli&ed. 
That  is,  why  you  are  thus  aftii&ed  ?  Cou’d  I 
Have  kept  a  feeret  from  my  Friend  fo  long  ? 

Cou’d  I  have  let  him  beg  folong  for  that 
Which  ftiould  be  his  without  fo  much  as  asking  ? 

("For  every  Friend,  oris,  or  ought  to  be 
A  confident)  nor  fhou’d  I  care  to  know  it. 

But  only  in  defign  to  eafe  your  forrow  5 
Had  you  a  feeret  caufe  of  joy,  I  fhou’d 
Not  then  have  importuned  you  for  k. 

Why  (land  you  thus,  filent,  andalmoft  fenfelels, 

As  you  wou’d  fay,  I  cannot  anfwer  what 
You  urge,  and  will  not  what  you  ask  i 

Hoft.  O  worthy  eft  of  Mankind  !  O  Prince  too  good 
To  be  my  Friend!  I  wou’d  not  have  you  love. 

But  pitty  me,  and  let  me  ftill  be  filent. 

Korn.  I  cannot,  muft  not,  dare  not,  fuffer  it, 

Good  Hoftilius . - 

Hoft.  Then  you  will  not  pitty  me, 

I  fee  I  muft  appear  foul  and  unworthy 
In  denying,  or  ftill  more  foul  and  more 
Unworthy  in  Confelling.  O  miftaken  goodnefs/ 
When  you  fhall  fee  my  Soul  naked  and  bare, 
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Of  all  its  filent  vernifh,  when  you  have  ftript 
Off  the  difguife,  you!  find  fo  bafe  an  objeft, 

.  So  poor  and  fo  degenerate  a  R oman. 

And  fuch  aMonfter  ofabufed  Friendfhip, 

You’l  ftart  at  the  difcovery,  and  eurfe  me  for  it. 

R om.  Who  but  Hoftilms,  durft  have  faid  this  of  Hcftilm  > 

Of  do  you  aime  th5  unworthy  Character, 

At  fome  lefs  dear  and  lefs  deferving  Koman} 

Heft.  I  do  not  know  another  Koman  that  deferves  it. 

No  Sir,  tis  I  :  I  am  the  unworthy  owner. 

R om.  Come  all  this  is  falfe,  and  feign’d  to  put  me  off:* 

I  fee  through  your  pretences,  it  will  not  do 
H oftilius^  and  I  muft  know  your  difeontent. 

H oft.  Suppofe  then  - - 

('For  fuch  a  Crime,  from  one  oblig’d  like  me 
Ought  not  to  be  difeover’d  but  by  fuppofitionj 
Suppofe  I  had  agreed  with  Tatius , 

To  give  the  City  up,  betray  the  Army, 

And  make  my  Friend  his  Prifoner  - 

Rom.  I  could  forgive  it. 

Hoft.  Suppofe  I  had  defigned,  prompted  by  my  Ambition^ 
Toftab  my  Friend  bafely,  and  when  ungarded, 

Ufurp  his  Crown,  and  make  my  felf  the  head  of  Rome  — 
Rom.  Tis  all  impoflible,  but  ftill  I  fhould  forgive  it. 

Hoft.  Higher  yet :  Sujppofe  I  love  H erfilia, 

Your,  your  Her  (ilia  $  love  her  to  enjoy  her, 

For  that  dear  end  ,  fuppofe  Fde  beaTraytor, 

A  Devil  3  repine  and  covet  thofe  (weet  joyes, 

Which  only  you  can  merit,  envy  all 

The  Heaven  which  you  poffefs  in  her  embraces* 

How  (ay  you  now  ?  Now  am  not  I  a  Villian^ 

Rom.  No,  but  afoul  defembler  of  a  foul,  falfe  fcandal*. 

Do  not  I  know  H ojtilius  }  /’me  (lire  he  cannot 
Think  a  Crime  like  thefe  >  1  know  he  cannot. 

Since  my  Remus  dyed, 

1  never  had  fo  near  a  Friend  y  Remus  and  f. 

We  u.  not  fuch  Twins  in  blood,  as  we  two  in 
Aficdion.  Are  not  w e  JEneas  and  Achates} 

Heft.  Tis  true,  I  know  you  are  God  born  like  him** 

As  good,  as  great  a  friend  as  hey  you  are 
The  more  Divine  Jh?;eas  :  But  where  is  now,,  - 
Faithful  Achates  ?  Q  I  am  not  worthy,.. 

-  -  ■  "  - 
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I  muftconfefs  all  that  I  faid  was  falfe. 

But  that  which  moft  concern’d  you  3  I  love  Her/tlia: 
Aye,  there  it  is,  that  ftrikes  the  very  root 
Of  friendfhip  3  now  T me  fare  you  can  t  forgive  me, 

Nor  is  it  fit  you  fhould,  1  can’t  forgive  my  (elf. 

As  good  and  God  like  as  you  are  you  fhou’d 
Not  (land  unmov’d  thus,  like  a  Temple  idol  3 
But  draw  and  (heath  your  Sword  here  in  this  bread:, 
That  dar’d  to  harbour  fach  injurious  paflion  .• 

Come,  Sir,  you  fee  how  wide  my  bofome  opens 
To  receive  your  Juftice  5  Tie  meet  your  Sword  , 

And  pull  it  home  with  my  own  hands,  - - 

Are  you  (till  motionlefs  ?  I  (hall  not  think 
You  love  H erjilia  as  you  ought,  unlefs 
You  kill  me. 

Rom.  A  Friend,  who  can  confels  offending  thoughts 
And,  like  you,  hate ’em,  e’rethey  grow  to  aftion, 
Pleading  againft  himfelf,  with  (b  much  Pvigour, 

Is  ffcill  a  friend.  Our  inclinations 
Are  not  at  our  Election  3  but  he,  that  can 
Like  you  govern  his  rebel  thought  by  the 
St  rift  rules  of  Juftice  and  truereafbn, 

Ought  to  be  lov’d,  and  honoured  as  a  King. 

Be  reconciled  B oftilius  to  your  felf, 

F or  you  are  ftill  as  dear  to  me  as  ever  v 
Hojliltvss  Honour  and  H erjilia  s  Vertue, 

Admit  no  Jealous  fcruples. 

H oft.  Is  this  your  Sentence  on  Herfilias  Lover ! 
Do  you  thus  treat  a  Rival?  unheard  of  friendthip! 
Mark  then  what  I  decree  with  better  Juftice, 

For  my  own  Penance.  Since  you  now  have  known 
How  falfe  my  paffions  are,  how  ftrong  that  love 
That  ought  not  to  be  nam’d  3  to  free  you  offu(picion 
Tie  leave  yourR owe,  for  voluntary  Exile, 

And  never  fee  again  my  R omufos,  nor  his  H erjilia. 

Rom.  Muft  I  be  puniftit  then ,  becaule  you  (ay 
You  have  offended  3  muft  I  lofe  fo  dear 
A  F riend,  becaufe  that  F riend  thinks  he  has  wronged  me 
We  will  not  part,  Tie  lo(e  an  eye  before 
Hojlifofs  3  no,  I  will  hazard  all  the  ills 
His  love  can  do  me. 

H oft.  Will  you  out-rival  me  in  Honour  too? 


Will  you  not  let  me  have  that  Miftrefs  free  ? 

O,  you  are  cruel  5  - — - 

/f  you  were  kind  you  would  not  keep  me  here, 

Ever  in  fight  of  Heaven,  yet  in  a  ftate 
Of  fuch  Damnation  ,  1  cannot  hope 
(  Nor  ought  1)  to  enjoy  it. 

R pm.  Tie  woe  llerfilia  to  fmile  upon  you  5 

1  know  (he  will  for  my  fake, - 

H  cji.  I  dare  not  truft  my  ft  If  before  her  fmiles, 

They  will  unhinge  my  vertue,  befides 
A  fmile,  tho  much  above  my  merit ,  yet  to 

A  love  like  mine,  gives  little  fatisfa&ion,  - - 

And  yet  (lie  ought  not  to  give  more,  — •  and  yet,  — 

O  I  am  wild  ,  the  more  I  think  of  this 

The  more  /am  confounded.  Thus  low /beg  [  Kneels 

You’d  let  me  leave  you.  By  all  the  tyes 
Of  friendfhip  5  by  all  the  love  you  owe 
H er/ilia,  allow  my  abfence  5  for  only  that 
Can  cure  my  phrenzy  .• 

Korn.  To  beg  with  fuch  concern  is  to  command. 

Where  the  requeft  is  to  a  love  like  mine. 

If  you  will  go  H ojiilius,  you  have  your  liberty  5 
But  let  this  dear  embrace,  and  this ,  convince  you* 

That  when  we  feparate,  you  carry  with  you 
The  better  half  of  your  lov'd  R  otmlus. 

H oft.  Witnefi,  fweet  Heavens,with  what  conftraint  1 leave  him 
No  caufe  but  one  cou’d  make  fo  lad  divorce. 

To  be  a  Friend,  Heave  my  Friend  for  ever. 

Tie  now  to  unfrequented  Woods,  and  feek 
To  lofe  Mankind  3  for  after  R or/mlus, 

Whowou’d  know  other  Men?  and  who  wou’d  fee 
*A  Woman  that  hath  once  known  H erftlia  ? 

Farewel  thou  God  of  Friendfhip  3  once  more  Farewel.  [  Embrace. 
I  go  imperfeft,  You  keep  back  my  heart  ; 

With  fuch  a  groan  the  Soul  and  body  part,  [Exit* 

Rom.  He’s  gone. 

O  (acred  power  of  Love !  was  e’re  affection 
Like  this  of  his  ?  to  quit  his  Miftrefs,  for  his  Friend, 

Nay  more,  to  quit  both  Friend  and  Miftrefs  rather 
Than  injure  me?  O  truly  Noble  Roman  \ 

Who  can  his  paffion  in  due  terms  exprefs  ? 

Had  he  not  loved  amifs?  his  love  were  le& 
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Enter  Herfitia  axcL  Feliciana,  Attendants. 


Feli,  Why  did  you  bring  me  hither  Sifter  ?  Here  s  no  Hoflilws^ 

H erf,  W ou’d  you  have  dyed  in  filence  !  Shou’d/lct  you 
Weep  by  your  felf,  till  /  had  loft  my  Sifter* 

And  in  a  Fountain  full  of  Maiden  tears 
Found  all  the  poor  remains  of  my  Feliciana, 

You  muft  not  grieve  fomuch,  indeed  you  fhall  not  % 

Do  not  /ftand  engaged  to  make  you  happy  ? 

Fch.  Softly,  for  Heavens  fake:  Your  Lover’s  there* 

1  would  not  he  (hou’d  hear  you  for  the  world. 

My  dear  Her/ilia  l  O  my  only  comfort* 

/have  a  Pitioustale  to  tell  my  Love, 
hojiilms  my  beft  friend,  is  now  my  Rival. 

H erf  Woflilim  <? 

Korn.  Yet  fc  admir'd  a  Friend  he  ftill  remains, 

That  to  fiecure  my  love,  andeafehis  own. 

He  hath  forfaken  Kome7  and  given  himfeif 
To  a  perpetual*  Exile. - 

Feli.  ( ajide  )  Heart  hold  a  little  r  Life  do  not  yet  fbrfakeme  5: 
The  other  killing  word,  and  then  farewel. 

R  om  He  borrow  a  few  minutes  of  my  Love 
To  view  the  works,  and  give  abroad  new  orders. 

And  then  you  fhall have  all  the  wondrous  ftory.  [Exit. 

H erf.  Feliciana  !  Sifter  /  do  but  here  me  , 

O  fhe  faints  — - — 


[Feliciana  faints  backjnto  o.ne  of  her  Womens  Armes 

Corneliay  Foriia ,  Cloe , 

Give  all  you  help  here  quickly :  O  (he  s  gone ! 

The  fatal  news  was  too  too  rough,  her  ear 

Too  tender  to  endure  it  .*  Bend,  Bend  her  forward  5: 

Give  her  more  air  .*  kind  Heavens  (lie  comes  agaiiv 
Feli.  O  too  unkind,  O  cruel  Romulus y 
Was  it  not  death  enough  for  him  to  tell  me 
Hoftilius  loves  my  Sifter  — * — 

But  he  muft  kill  me  o're  again  and  fay* 

He  s  gone  for  ever  }  Why  do  you  thus  torment  me  £ 

Why  do  you  (hew  me  Rome  again,  and  not 
Hojiilins  ink  }  But  I  will  follow  him.- 
If  he  be  yet  ki  this  vexatious  world, 
lie  find  my  Love^  or  lofepy  felf  jo  feardfing* 
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IF  to  the  world  below  he  be  retir’d, 

I  (hall  be  there  almoft  as  foon  as  he 
The  way  iseafie  thither,  and  I  can’t  mils  it. 

Her f.  Conduft  her  gently  to  repofe  Cornett  a. 

What  afurprizing  turn  was  this  .<?  Poor  Sifter  ? 

I  have  engaged  beyond  performance  for  her. 

Ye  God?,  that  favour  innocence,  be  kind  5 

Keep  her  wits  fafe,  and  cure  her  troubled  mind.  £  Exeunt. 


,  .  ...in  '  .  f 

ACT.  III.  SCENE  I. 

Scene,  the  Sabine  Caw^ 

' 

Enter  Tarpeia  in  Mans  Apparel. 

■ 

Tarp.  1  dOrgive  me  Maiden  (hame,  that  in  this  Habit 
E— j  I  feek  to  eafea  Patlion,  for  vvhofe  fake 
B  The  Gods  have  taken,  more  undecent  formes. 

Yet  ftill  I  am  refolv’d  to  keep  my  Honour 
Safe  and  entire,  1  would  but  fee  him  once 
Again,  and  then  farewell  the  thought  for  ever. 

Enter  a  Centry. 

Cent.  Stand  and  reveal  your  felf ;  who  are  you  there? 

From  whence,  and  whither  going ? 

Tarp.  I  come  from  Rom,  my  bulinefs  to  Lord  Curtius. 

If  you  can  bring  me  Soldier  to  his  prefence, 

Take  this  and  this  for  expedition. 

Cent.  Gold  as  I  live,  ifthat  be  all,  Sir,  follow  me.  [Exeunt. 

Enter  Curtius. 

Cur.  Hard  fate  of  Lovers !  The  wounds  that  I  receiv’d 
From  that  Hojlittus,  far  left  afflift  me 
Than  to  difeover  that  he  is  my  Rival  5 
In  vain,  i  fear,  have  I  procur'd  this  War 
Of  TatJuS ,  iti  vain,  did  I  exafperate 
The  good  old  Prince  againft  his  Daughters  I  .over, 

^3  ■  •  ^  ^  And 


i  ■ 


2©  Romulus,  or  the 

And  vilified  the  Noble  Romulus , 

If  thus  the  Roman  Hydra  ,  Love,  produces 
New  heads  to  be  cut  offbefore  we  Conquer. 

Think  Curtim ,  think  in  time,  not  only  how 
To  gain  Herjilia ,  but  to  lave  thy  Honour. 

Enter  Soldier . 

A  Youth  attends  without  from  Rome ,  he  fayes 
He  has  affairs  to  you,  and  prays  admittance. 

Cm .  Let  him  Enter,  and  do  you  withdraw.  ££*//  Sol. 

Tarpeia.. 

- 

Tarp.  Would  I  were  off  again  ?  now  I  fhould  fpeak, 

Heavens  /  how  lam  confounded  ?  [. AJide . 

Cur ,  Would  you  with  me,  young  Roman  ? 

Tarp .  I  am  imploy’d  Sir,  from  the  Sabine  Ladies, 

Now  Roman  Wives,  H erfilia  and  - - — 

Cur.  Oh  fpeak  that  Name  again,  fweet  youth,  and  win 
My  Soul  for  ever !  Is  this  H erfilia  s  meffage, 

And  to  me  ?  — —  There’s  Mufick  in  thy  voice. 

Tarp.  (a fide)  What  means  this  tranfport?  The  happy  lye,  it  leems, 

Is  well  accepted.  — - H erfilia.  Sir,  and  all 

Your  other  Sabine  Beauties  now  in  R ome9 
Have  bid  me  tell  you,  and  by  you,  Tat  jus  } 

Since  the  kind  ties  of  Love  are  drifter  far 

Than  thole  of  blood,  they  cannot  leave  their  Husbands  ? 

Nor  will  they  ever  think  of  coming  back:  , 

If  by  your  Armes  (which  yet  they  cannot  fear )  cool  . 

You  conquer  Rome  .  and  make  ’em  yours  again, 

You’l  force  their  wills,  and  do  a  fouler  Rape, 

Than  that  which  brought  ’em  thither. 

Cur.  Unkind!  - - thou  art  a  cunning  and  diffembling  Boy  j 

Fie  on  fuch  early  fclfhood.  Wou’d  any  one. 

But  fuch  a  fmoothdeceitful  thing  as  you, 

Have  rais’d  my  hopes,  to  glorious  Expeftations, 

And  fo  foondafh  ’em  all  again  to  nothing  £ 

Away  then  Syren- Traytor  5 

Tarp.  Would  lhad  never  feen  him,  - 

O  /  love  him  more  then  ever :  — —  [Ajidi* 

Cur.  And  is  this  all  you  have  ia  charge  ? 
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*  Tarp.  No  my  Lord,  1  bring  you  news  of  Love. 

Cur.  The  Villain  mocks  me  ! 

Tarp .  By  all  the  Gods  - —  kill  me  if  I  diffemble  — 

Cur.  O  Venus^  fhou’d  this  be  from  dear  H erjilia  l 
Love  find  your  eyes  again,  but  this  Ihort  minute 

And  be  hereafter  blind  for  ever,  (a fide.)  - *  Tell  me 

Thou  Charming  Boy  5  tell  me,  my  better  Genius, 

What  is  the  fweet  Intelligence:  Speak,  while 
A  thoufand  Cupids  hovering  in  the  air 
Snatch  at  thy  words, and  bear  em, all  perfum’d, 

About  the  Heavens. 

Tarp.  Oh  lam  ruin’d  now  beyond  all  cure.* 

His  tender  words  ftrike  through  my  very  Soul.  [Aftde* 

Cur.  Will  you  not  (peak  >  Why  will  you  torture  me 
With  thefe  delayes  ? 

Tarp.  Whither  will  this  tumultuous  paffion  drive  me  # 

Now  I  am  in,  it  thrufts  me  headlong  on  , 

And  bids  me  ftop  at  nothing :  -  [Afide. 

.  The  Love,  my  Lord,  comes  from  a  Koman  Lady, 

My  unhappy  Sifter. - 

Cur.  Tisgone  again  the  empty  fhaddow  leaves  me. 

Thy  fortune  Curtins  laughs  at  all  thy  willies, 

And  (corns  thy  Expectation.  - -  £  AJide.. 

Tarp .  She  law  you  Sir,  when  you  was  laft  at  Kom. 

You  came,  ihe  (aw  you  there,  and  was  o'recome. 

Sinceasa  Captive  to  your  Name  and  merits, 

She  knows  no  joy es,  but  what  muft  come  from  you. 

Yet  is  the  Noble  born,  and  for  her  Beauty 
Natures  not  in  her  debt,  nor  Fortune  for  eftate  : 

3Tis  (he  that  lent  me  now  to  let  you  know 
All  her  Command  and  intereft  in  the  City, 

You  may  difpole  of. 

Cur.  Hah,  this  may  be  of  ule  to  my  defignes.  - -  £  Ajidez. 

Mult  f  not  know  her  name  ? 


Tarp.  When  you  (hall  pleafefirft  to  dilcover,  Sir, 
Wh-  ther  your  heart  be  free  of  other  love. 

Cur.  I  am  as  free  as  air.  - *  Forgive  me  truth! 

Forgive  me  more.  Divine  llerjihal  >  — ~  [_Ajide.. 

Now,  Sir,  her  Name  £ 

Tarp.  Tar  per  a. 

Cur.  Her  Father  has  Command  o’re  the  Weft-Gate, 
Tarp.  He  fias,  my  Lord,  and  llie  as  his  Lieutenant*, 

n  n 
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Cur.  This  is  exceeding  lucky, - 

Tell  the  dear  Creature,  your  adored  Sifto*, 
f  am  all  hers  3  but  know  not  if  I  have 
Enough  of  intereft  with  her  to  demand 
One  real  favour:  - — 

Tarp.  Ofpeak,  my  Lord,  I  have  a  full  CommiiTion  5 
What  e’re  I  grant,  fhe  will  confirm  with  joy. 

Cur.  Be  fure  of  what  you  (ay  3  I  may  perhaps 
Demand  a  kindnefsof  too  great  a  value; 

And  yeti  would  not  hazard  a  denyal  - 

Tarp.  Be  bolder  Sir,  I'me  fure  you  cannot  ask 

What  (lie  can  feruple,  - 

Come  Sir,  what  is  the  mighty  tryal  <? 

Cur .  It  is  indeed  a  tryal  of  her  Love  5 
Which  if  fhe  grants,  her  pafiion  is  as  mighty, 

And  well  deferves  my  Love,  my  Life,  my  Soul  - — « 

But  dill  Pm  not  aflur’d  that  fhe  will  do’t, 

And  I  can’t  ask  in  vain. 

Tarp.  My  love  grows  wild ! 

I  know  not  howto  bJufh  :  O  fatal  hour  — 

By  Venus  and  her  Son!  By  all  the  Oaths 
Man  can  invent,  you  cannot  ask  that'  thing  — - 

Cur.  Hold  3  I  beleive  you  Sir.  Now  lie  demand 
With  confidence  3  I  ask,  or  rather  beg 
That  fhe’d  deliver  up  her  Gate 
To  my  pofleffion  — — 

Tarp.  You  had  reafon  Sir,  indeed,  fo  long  to  queftion 
Whether  it  won’d  be  granted :  Who  cou’d  fufpeft 
That  your  requeft  (hou’d  be  of  fuch  a  Nature  .<? 

Do  Men  demand  of  Maids  that  would  oblige  ’em 
Favours  like  this?  How  e’re  fince  my  engagement 
Has  runfo  high,  and  her  Love,  much,  much  higher. 

It  (hall  be  done  3  with  only  this  condition, 

That  when  fhe  gives  the  Gate  to  you,  youthen 
Shall  give  your  (elf  to  her,  forever,  — — - 

Cur.  With  Juftice;  O  [will  Love  her,  Marry  hei 
Adore  her,  had  fhe  no  other  merits  3 
She  (hall  be  my  everlafting  Miftrefs,  — — -  - 
Give  her  from  me,  lov’d  Youth,  this  fling,  pledg  of 
My  heart  3  and  this,  this  dearer  kils.  My  Soul’s 
On  torture  till  I  fee  Tarpera ,  —  Hark 
Be  this  the  hour,  and  this  the  word. 
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Tarp .  Enough  :  Plecaufe  a  Souldier  to  attend  your  motion, 
Beyond  the  Counterfearp,  exa&ly  at  the  minute. 

Cur .  Weed  lofe  no  time:  Fie  go  immediately. 

And  form  a  party,  and  give  abroad  new  orders:  — 

Another  kifstomy  dear  Mifirefs,  and  then  Farewel,  — 

I  come  Her  filial  I  am  falfe  for  you> 

Forgive  me  facred  Honour.  Q  Afide. 

£  Exit  Curtins* 

Tarp.  What  have  I  done  ? 

Betray’d  my  City  and  mjv  Honour  too. 

Unhappy  anfwer,  But  what  is  the  rewards 
The  Noble  Curtins  Love.  For  his  dear  fake 
I’de  do  it  ore  again  :  Betray  a  hundred  Romes 
As  many  worlds,  —  where  haft  thou  loft  thy  Celfr 
Tarpeia  >  Is  this  a  Koman  mind  ?  O I  am  ruind  t 
Yetfincel  have  begun  Tmuft  go  through, 

And  will  5  the  Dye  is  caft,  what  esre  event 
Succeeds,  fear  now  is  cauflefs,  or  too  late. 

Was  this  to  fee  him  once,  and  only  fee  him  ? 

Wou’d  I  had  never  made  this  fatal  Journyr 
O  curfed  Female  curiofity. 

Thou  haft  damn’d  half  my  Sex,  and  half  damn’d  me  !  [Exit* 

SCENE  II.  The  P allace. 

Herfilia,  Portia,  Cloe, 

Herf.  T  S  my  dear  Romulus  ftill  abfent,  does  he 
1  Not  yet  return  ?  Sure  he  forgets  Herfilia  : 

I  cou’d  not  be  fo  very  long  from  him. 

Portia ,  how  long  is  it  fince  my  Lord  parted  ? 

Port .  Scarce  an  hour.  Madam. 

Hcrfi  An  hour,  O  falfe  diffembler! 

It  is  a  day,  a  year,  an  age  to  me. 

How  many  ages  does  one  hour  contain. 

When  Lovers  part !  fbmething  fits  heavy  here  * 

O  Portia 7  Cloe ,  help  me  to  remove  it  ; 

A  cafe  of  Lead  claps  round  about  my  heart. 

So  cold  and  heavy.  Avert  the  Omen  heaven: 

What  means  this  fudden  darkneft  ?  Do  >ou  pot 
Perceive  it  i 
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Xloc.  No  Madam,  ’tis  as  light  to  us  as  ever. 

Her/.  Tis  night  then  in  my  eyes  }  and  well  it  may 
Since  they  can  find  no  pleating  objeCt  here. 

How  can  I  view  my  Sifter  drown'd  in  tears  > 

Tears  that  would  foften  Rocks .•  How  can  I  hear 
Her  tender  innocent  heart  break  with  more  groans 
Than  come  from  a  whole  Army  dying  ? 

Can  I  with  patience  fuffer  this,  and  yet 
My  my  only  comfort,  abfent  .<? 

Port .  Be  lcfs  affii&ed,  Madam:  Why  fhoud  you  make 
Your  fate  worfe  than  it  is,  why  fhoud  you  meet 
Theevil  hour  and  help  it  forward,  thus? 

Misfortune  is  too  quick  in  her  approaches:  — — 

Feliciana  cannot  long  continue 
In  this  condition,  and  for  the  Ring, 

We  know,  he’s  profperous  and  well,  and  not 
Far  diftant. 

Her/i  O  Portia^  Portia  !  my  ill  boding  thoughts 

Carry  but  too  much  reafon  - 

I  had  the  other  night  a  fatal  dream  3 
Which  tho  I  flighted  then,  it  now  returns 
Frefhto  my  memory  with  all  its  terrours,  . — - 
Methought  my  R omulus  and  I  wandred  alone 
A  long  a  Meadow,  near  the  filver  Tiber  3 
Millions  of  flowers,  and  numberlefs  their  colours, 

Both  by  their  odour  and  delightful  objeft, 

Inviting  us  to  reft  onthefbft  Verdure, 

We  fate  3  and  in  a  wanton  emulation, 

Culling  the  guady  treafure  of  the  Mead, 

Wedeckt  each  others  head  and  bofome  with  ’em  , 
Mixing  for  every  flower  as  many  kifles. 

Cloe.  Thus  far  ’tis  kind  3  a  meer  Elizian  dream. 

Her f.  True  Cloe  :  But  that  which  follows  difmal 
The  cruel  River,  envyous  of  our  Loves, 

Swell’d  o’re  his  banks,  with  fuch  a  fudden  floud 
We  cou’d  not  poffibly  avoid  its  fury: 

In  vain  I  call’d  for  help,  in  vain  I  ftrove 
Tofave  my  dear  Lfcrds  life,  as  vainly  he 
Tofavemy  dearer  life,  defpifed  his  own. 

At  laft,  both  tyred  with  ineffectual  pains. 

We  funk  and  dyed  Embracing. 

Port.  It  has  indeed  a  fad  conclufion.  Madam, 
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But  dreams,  they  fay,  have  a  quite  different  meaning 
From  what  they  promife}  we  may  then  conclude 
Much  joy  from  this,  becaufe  it  feems  unhappy. 

Herf.  Away,  and  do  not  flatter  me  to  ruine. 

There’s  but  one  way  I  know  to  turn  the  Omen, 

Fie  expiate  the  fatal  dream  from  my  lick  fancy.  — 

Haft  to  the  Temple,  Cloe,  bid  the  Preift 
Prepare  the  due  Luftrations  inftantly.  [Ex.  Cloc. 

When  I  have  cleansd  my  felf  of  this  foul  dream 
Fie  Sacrifice  to  all  the  Genial  Powers, 

That  favour  Nuptial  Vow's  and  vertuous  Love,  * 

For  Romulus ,  my  felf,  and  haplels  Sifter.  - 

Port .  Heaven  cannot  be  unheedful  of  fuch  merrits, 

When  fair  Herjilia  prays  the  Gods  muft  hear. 

Her  vertue  takes  by  force  what  they  can  give. 

Herf.  Prophane  impertient,  I  merit  nothing, 

Yet  fure  theyl  hear  me,  tho  it  only  be 
For  R owulus,  and  poor  Feliciana,  - 

Come  Portia ,  let  us  follow  to  the  Temple,  [Exeunt. 

SCENE  III.  A  Fort  in  Rome. 

Romulus,  Spuruis  Tarpeius.  / 

Row.  ¥  Like  your  diligence,  Tarpeius ,  well : 

j[  You  keep  your  Forts  well  Mand,  and  in  good  order. 
The  Enemy  can  never  force  us  here. 

Tarp.  I  \\  ou’d  not  live  too  fee  that  fatal  hour. 

When  all  my  faculties  of  foul  and  body , 

Shou’d  not  appear  continually  imploy’d 

To  do  my  Prince  and  Country  their  beft  fervice, 

Row.  Spoke  like  a  worthy  Souldier,  and  true  Rowan. 

Oh,  Tarpeius ,  how  great  a  lofs  have  I  ? 

Were  it  not  for  my  dear  Herfilia , 

VVho  ftill  remains,  this  world  had  nothing  in  it 
Worth  a  mans  living  for.  My  friend !  my  friend  / 

Tarp ,  Hojhlius } 

Row.  Who  but  Hojlilius  } 

Tarp .  He  is  not  dead  ? 

Row.  To  me  and  R<?weheis,  or  rather  we 
Are  dead  without  him,  he  was  the  very  foul 
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Of  friendftiip,  life  of  LoVe,  and  the  true  Sun 
Of  Noble  action.  O !  he  has  left  us  now 
Tarpeius,  but  in  (b  generous  a  manner, 

That  even  his  abfence  fpeaks  more  love  to  me 

Than  all  the  ever  dear  Remembrance 

Of  his  part  adtions,  fumn’d  together.  — -  Hah  ! 

VVhat  fiiddain  noifeis  this? 

(  Anoife  without ,  clajhivg  of  Swords ,  and  cryingTrcafon ,  &c. 
Enter  a  Smddier  bloody . 

Sold.  O  fave  your  felf  betimes,  great  Sir  ^  away, 

Or  you  are  iofcforever,  the  Forts  betray’d.* 

The  out* Guard, corrupted  by  fome  treacherous  Devil, 

Let  in  the  Enemy,  who  pouring  onus 
With  treble  numbers,  cut  to  peicesall 
That  will  not  yeild  to  mercy  — 

Rom .  Tarptius !  - 

Tarp.  I  cannot  anfwer  Sir,  to  your  too  juft 
Sufpitions,  but  lean  dye  to  fhew 

I  am  no  Villain  —  (  Draws  — )  I  abhor  their  favour 
And  fcorn  my  life,  fince  it  is  now  unufeful 

[_  Is  going  to  fall  on  his  Sword . 

Rgki.  Hold  — — 

If  you  are  Loyal  as  you'd  make  me  think, 

VVhy  (hon’d  not  we  two  beat  a  thoufand  Traytors. 

Second  me  - — —  Q  Draws , 

Enter  Curtius  and  Soutdiers . 

Cur.  Romulus  here  !  Fortune  thou  art  too  kind  1 
J  have  not  only  won  the  ftake  intended, 

But  got  a  By  more  worth  than  all  the  City  , 

Korn.  Stay  degenerate,  Sabine: 

Bale  as  tfiou  art  to  gain  advantage  by 
Unmanly  Treafon,  you  have  not  yet 
Subdu’d  the  Fort,  while  I  am  here  and  can 
Command  a  Sword,  youd  find  one  Romulus 
More  than  a  hundred  narrow  foul’d  Plebeians. 

Tarp.  Nor  (hall  my  Prince  engage  or  fall  alon 
He  ft  ill  has  left  one  Souldier  who  defires 
Nogreater  Glory  than  to  dye  thus, 

Fighting  by  his  dear  fide,  for  whom  he  lived. 

Cur.  (To  Rom.)  I  know  you  have  been  always  brave,  and  now 
Are  defperate;  I  know  you  both  woud  die 
Uke  Souldiers  fighting  s  but  you  (hall  not  *— 
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Take  ’em  alive,  and  difarm  the  Mad-men,  [To his  Soldiers . 

[They  all  fights  Rom.  and  Tarp.  are  incompafs'd  and  difarm  d. 
Convey  ’em  now  to  drifter  Guards,  and  keep  'em  feveral. 

Rom .  Poor  and  ignoble  !  Thou  art  below  a  Man  .• 

I  fcorn  to  lofe  my  words  on  fuch  a  Brute. 

[Rom.  and  Tarp.  aye  led  off. 
Cur.  Be  it  your  Province,  Fahjus ,  to  acquaint 
The  General  with  our  fuccefs:  Tell  him 
That  I  defire  he  would  be  with  us  quickly: 

Tell  him  the  Cities  all  alarm’d  and  the 
Streets  barricado’d,  yet  if  he  lofe  no  time 
Ther’s  fuch  confufion ,  they  cannot  poffibly  * 

Hold  long  againd  us  5  but  delay -is  fatal  — 

Away  with  fpeed :  Fly  -  [Ex.  Soldiers . 

Did  he  not  (ay  I  am  below  a  Man, 

Poor  and  ignoble  ?  Is  that  my  Charafter  ? 

Too  true,  alas,  I  find  it,  - * 

Thou  haft  too  much  of  reafbn,  Noble  R omav. 

Methinks  I  hate  my  (elf,  for  the  vile  office. 

And  yeti  Love  Hcrjilia  to  madnefs.- 
To  gain  that  mighty  prize,  I  mud  be  deaf.* 

To  the  nice  rule  of  honour,  made  by  fools, 

Thus  I  mud  win  her  or  forever  lofe  her. 

Enter  Tarpeia  in  her  oxen  Apparel. 

Tarp.  My  Lord  the  Fort  is  nowintirely  yours,  and  all 
The  Guards  (ecur’d.  Yet  dill  there  does  remain 
One  dear  Command  that  waits  for  your  poffeflion. 

Cur.  Where  ?  Shew  me  the  place  - 

Tarp.  Tis  no  pare  of  the  works,  but  (he  that  did  Command  ’em* 
Be  not  fo  ftrange  my  Love,  ’tis  I,  that  made 
The  Fortrels  yours,  wait  to  be  yours  my  (elf. 

Come  my  brave  Conquerour:  My  greater  Mars9 
Receive  thofe  Joyes  from  me  which  Venus  gave 

Her  God  of  war,  when  he  arriv’d  at  Paphos  _ . 

What  means  this  filence,  fure  you  do  not  know  me. 

I  am  Tarpeia :  She  that  gave  you  all 

You  now  pofieft  in  R omef  her  Fathers  Gate, 

Her  Father,  felf,  and  honour,  yet  thinks  not  all 

Too  dear  to  buy  your  Love,  — •  Sure  now  you  know  me. 

Cur .  Yes  I  do  know  you.  Madam,  you  have  given  more 
Than  I  indeed  cou’d  hope,  and  dill  wou’d  more 
Than  I  defire. 
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Tarp.  How,  Sir,  have  you  already  loft 
The  memory  of  your  late  vows  ?  Is  it  fo  long 
Since  you  obliged  your  fel£  (If  words  have  force) 

On  the  condition,  which  you  now  poflefi, 

To.  make  me  yours  by  Marriage*?  Am  not  I 
The  fame  Tarpeia  ftill  ? 

Cur*.  You  are  5  but  I 

Not  the  fame  Curtius.  Your  beauty  is  your  blemifb, 

And  what  you  urge  for  merit  {hews  you  foul, 

I  cannot  love  a  Traytrefs, 

Tarp .  Let  me  hear  this  from  R owe,  and  from  my  Father, 

From  you  it  is  inhumane  !  I  cou’d  endure  your  Sword 
With  better  eafe,  kill  me,  and  expiate  thus 
The  Crime  of  too  much  Love. 

Cur .  Kill  you?  I  wou’d  notbefo  bale  to  rule 
The  world :  No,  live,  live  to  repent  your  fhame 
But  do  not  think  of  me,  [cannot  Love 
And  therefore  will  not  marry. 

Tarp .  Thunder  is  mufick  in  my  ears  to  this - 

Thou  nloft  unkind  yet  beft  beloved  of  Men 

What  have  I  done  to  be  fo  foon  forgotten  ?  £  Weeps. 

Are  my  obleigmentslefs  by  being  afted? 

Has fome  Serene  blafted  my  Maiden  beauty? 

Am  I  grown  old  oth’  hidden,  my  eyes  dead 
My  cheeks  all  withered,  nothing  of  the  Rofe 

Left  there,  but  wrinckles?  -  Come  my  Lord,  I  know 

This  is  not  real,  you  do  but  try  my  temper,  - 

When  will  you  fmile  ? 

Cur.  I  am  in  earneft,  do  not  torment  your  felf 
Or  me,  with  further  pleading,  your  words  are  loft. 

Tarp.  Are  neither  words  nor  tears  of  force  to  make  you  kind  ? 

Look  Sir,  a  Lady  kneels,  thus  low, 

She  flies  to  you,  fhe  for  whole  Love  of  late, 

The  braveft  Youth  of  Rome  have  fued  in  vain. 

Cur.  Hcrfilia ,  may  not  this  deferve  you  ?  Who 
Butlcou’d  have  neglected  fuchan  objeft  ?  [AjFde. 

Tarp.  Thou  Rock!  thou  more  inflexible  than  deftiny  ! 

Say,  cruel  man,  if  it  becomes  thee  well 
To  fee  a  Loving  Lady  kneel  fb  long. 

And  yet  -  and  yet,  notraifeher. 

Cur.  Pray  rife  — - — 

Tarp.  Shall  I,  to  your  affe&ion  ?  Will  you  Love  me  ? 
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Cur.  No  5  I  cannot. 

Tarp.  Theft  I  wil  grow  a  Statute,  and  kneeling  thus 
Bean  eternal  Monument  of  your  injuftice, 

Cur.  Pray  leave  me,  and  forget  me  ever  5  hence  forth 
I  will  endeavour  never  to  fee  you  more. 

Tarp.  Never  to  fee  me  more,  O  perjur’d  man  ! 

•  Falfeas  the  winds  and  Seas,  which  every  minute 
Alters!  Thou  rude  Bab  avian !  A  Roman  wou’d 
Have  fooner  dyed,  than  thus,  have  wrong’d  one  of  my  Sex. 

Cur.  This  is  too  much  for  man  to  hear  unmov’d. 

Something  within  pricks  at  my  heart,  I  feel 

It  made  of  flefti  — * —  [ 'Afide . 

Tarp .  Have  ifor  this  betray'd 
My  Country,  Father,  nay  by  the  event,  my  Prince,. 

And  made  the  fweet  Her  [ilia  a  YViddow  } 

Cur.  Ha  /  that  name  revives  me,  and  clears  up  all 

The  clouds  of  pity,  that  begun  to  geather - *  [Afide. 

How  long  will  you  torment  me  ?  Leave  for  fhame 
To  be  impertinent,  unwelcome  Woman. 

Tarp.  Wilt  thou  not  break  with  this*?  O  heart,  too,  too 
Induring.  [  Still  on  the  ground  and  weeping* 

Enter  Tatius, 

Tat.  Your  Meflenger  has  told  me,  Curtins , 

Of  your  fucccfi,  and  how  you  are  fiiccelsful * 

/  like  the  event,  but  disprove  the  means  .• 

’Tis  bafeto  gain  by  Treafon.*  But  fince’tis done. 

We  muft  not  lofe  the  advantage.  — 

What  Woman’s  this,  and  why  in  filch  a  pofture  ? 

Cur.  Negleft  her  Sir,  (he  is  not  worth  your  knowledge. 

Tarp.  O  do  me  juftice,Sir,  if  you  Command 
The  Sabines,  (hew  your  felf  fit  for  rule  and  do  mejuftice; 

Tat.  Rife,  and  now  fpeak  with  affurance  $  (hou’d  your  caufe. 
Concern  my  felf,  i’de  do  you  right  feverely. 

Tarp.  1  am  the  unhappy  Daughter  of  Tarpeius , 

I  need  not  tell  you  that  he  held  this  Fort, 

Till  I  betray’d  it  to  this  perjured  Man, 

Who  nowdenys  me  his  dear  purchafed  Marriage. 

Tat.  Thou  haft  condemn’d  thy  felf,  unworthy  Maid. 

Why  ftiould  you  hope  that  Faith  or* Love  from  him 
Which  you  deny’d  your  Father  and  your  Country/ 

A  Tray  tors  Sentence  (hou’d  be  your,  injuftice 
Tis  mercy  lets  you  live,  and  gives  you  freedom 

 E  3 


Shew  ’ 


Jo  Romulus,  or  the 

Shew  me  the  works,  and  then  to  R omulus.  \  [To  Curtins. 

[  Exit  Tatius,  Curtius. 
Tarp.  Slighted,  defpiled,  unpityed,  and  is  this 
All  the  reward  the  Sabines  give  for  treafon  £ 

O  curft  deceiver,  curft  be  the  hour  I  fewr  him  } 

And  curft  be  I  for  feeing!  O  damn’d,  damn’d  Love 
That  found  out  fuch  a  Villain !  but  this  is  idle  $ 

So  are  all  words  5  blood  and  revenge  infpire  me, 

Something  I'le  do  to  cleanfemy  fully’d  name  , 

Or  with  my  life  lofe  all  the  the  fenfe  of  (hame.  [  Exit . 


A  C  T.  I  y.  SCENE  I  4  Prifon. 

Romulus  Solus. 

TH  E  world  and  I  (hould  be  at  even  terms, 

Weary  of  one  another,  wear  it  not  for 
My  dear  Herjilia  :  While  (he  is  here 
I  cannot  think  of  dying  :  My  Heaven’s  in  Borne. 

*Tis  (he  that  holds  my  hand,  and  bids  me  live, 

Orelfe  Pie  quickly  give  my  felf  the  freedom, 

Which  thefefalfe  Sabines  have  deny’d  me.  —  Ha! 

Do  I  dream  waking  ?  Oram  /  really  afleep 
And  fancy  this  fair  vifion,  like  Herjilia  ? 

Enter  Herfilia. 

Herf.  My  deareft  Lord!  are  you  not  much  furprized,  [Embracing. 
R om.  Extreamly,  almoftas  muchforprizedas  pleafed, 

Herf.  Ill  news  has  wings  ;  I  foon  heard  this  misfortune. 

Twas  death  to  me  to  be  a  minute  from  you. 

Attended  by  one  Servant  only,  I  flew  hither, 

Some  fmall  acquaintance,  and  a  greater  bribe 
Open’d  the  Guard,  and  once  again  I  fee 
My  Romulus  y  my  life!  but  time  admits 
Few  words,  you  (hall  not  dwell  in  this  Confinement/ 

R om.  Had  you  the  Prifon  keys,  I  know  /{hould  not. 

Herf  Let  us  retire,  and  change  our  habits  quickly  / 

You  (hall  return  in  mine,  and  leave  me  here. 

Rom.  Never  till  now  could /deny  Herfilia 5 
I  mu  ft  not  now  obey  you,  Sweet  5  nor  Love, 

Nor  honour  will  permit  it,  No,  /  will  dye 
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A  thoufand  deaths,  a  thoufand  feveral  wayes 
Sooner  than  leave  you  here. 

Herf.  I  beg  it. 

R om.  O  do  not  beg  that  /  fliould  Love  you  lefs, 

Ask  not  fo  much  injuftice. 

Enter  Tatius,  Curtius. 

Tat.  Did  you  not  fay  he  was  alone,  how7  came 
This  Womanwith  him?  [To  Curtius* 

*  Car.  Ha !  Herfilia  ?  /  am  amaz’d.  [  A] file. 

Tat.  My  Daughter  here/  Heavens,  /am  more  fuccefsful, 

Than  /  expefted,  -  Curtius  the  war  is  ended 

Nothing  remains  but  Execution  now, 

In  thofe  two  Criminals. -  Do  you  not  feel 

A  terrour  at  my  fight,  can /appear 
Lefs  frightful,  then  your  evil  genius  to  ye/ 

Have  you  forgot  the  injured  Tati  us ,  or 
The  Crime  which  you  fo  late  committed? 

Rom.  /  never  knew  what  terrour  was  3  lefs  now 

Thap  ever,  - - 

/f  it  becomes  you  to  infult  on  th;s 

Bafe  gain’d  advantage,  it  doe  s  not  me  to  fear. 

Tat •  It  leaft  of  all  becomes  a  Man  of  Honour, 

To  do  like  R omnlus  1  Ravifh  invited  Maids, 

And  then  out-brave  the  Juftice,  that  attends. 

The  foul,  falfe,  treacherous  act. 

B lorn.  Speak  better  of  foch  afts  fince  they  are  yours. 

You  had  not  now  been  here,  nor  /  compell’d 
To  hear  fitch  Language,  were  it  not  for  Treafon. 

Thoyou,/  fee, have  loft  yoflr  temper,  Sir, 

I  muft  not  lofethe  due  refpedt  I  owe 
Herjilia's  Father,  elfe  /ftiould  tell  you 
How  falfiy  that  is  called  a  Rape,  which  was 
Content,  free  and  without  Compulfion. 

Tat.  That  which  you  call  content,  does  not  at  all 
Make  you  lefs  guilty,  but  my  Daughter  more. 

It  fhewes  her  to  have  been  Confederate 
in  her  own  Rape,  a  party  in  the  Crime, 

Equally  guilty  with  her  Ravifher/ 

And  fince  by  natures  Law  the  Parent  has 
An  abfolute  Dominion,  o’re  his  iffue,1 
How  con’d  the  give  her  felf  avvay  to  any, 

And  not  rob  me  ?  this  is  your  Sentence  thenP 

CAnd! 
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(And  were  you  both  as  dear  to  me  as  my  two  eyes, 

I  wou’d  not  bate  the  rigour,  of  true  Juftice  ) 

Since  you  have  both  been  aftors  in  a  Crime 
Abhorred  by  Nature,  ye  fhallboth  die  togeather. 

You  for  your  Raper  Yotjlfor  your  Difobedience. 

Her/ Both  die,  ©cruel  Father!  Sir,  I  yeild 
To  your  juft  fentence  on  your  Daughter  :  I  know 
I  have  offended  }  much,  ntfich  offended, 

In  daring  to  beftow  my  Love  without 

Your  knowledge^  nay,  where  I  knew  you  hated. 

I ’me  very  guilty,  Sir,  and  over  me, 

I  know,  you  have  the  power  of  life  and  death, 
life  it  freely.*  You  have  condemn’d  me  juftly. 

But  on  my  kees  I  beg,  that  I  alone, 

May  dye,  and  not  the  noble  R omilus. 

Twas/  that  moved  him  to  the  Rape  you  mention. 

Who  would  refufe  a  Ladies  offer’d  Love  ? 

Befides  confider,  Sir,  he  is  a  Prince, 

At  leaft,  your  equal,  his  life’s  not  in  your  power  : 

The  Law  of  Arms  allows  him  to  be  ranfom’d. 

Rom.  Hear  this  you  Goddefles,  and  take  Example 
From  a  weak  mortals  Love !  thou  Miracle , 

Of  Conjugal  affeftion,  why  ftiould  you  injure 
Your  own  innocence  fo  highly,  and  all 
To  favour  one,  who  ought  not  to  be  pitty’d, 

Since  he  has  been  the  occafion  of  your  ruine  ?' - - 

Tis  7,  great  Sir,  ’tis  7  am  only  guilty  3 

Take  in  my  blood  your  full  revenge,  butfpare 

The  innocent  3  7  gladly  yeild  to  death, 

I’le  quit  you  too  from  all  afpertion, 

Tie  fay  you  are  not  cruel,  not  un^uft, 

If  (he  may  live  - 

Tat.  My  Sentence  is  irrevocable. 

And  you  have  both  confeft  enough  to  clear 
Me  of  injuftice:  You  fhallboth  die. 

Rom.  Spare  your  own  blood,  Sir,  Tygers  will  not  prey 
On  their  own  young  one’s  3  let  it  not  be  faid 
By  mourning  Lovers,  who  (hall  hear  this  ftory, 

Her/ha ,  fweet  Herfilia  had  no  fault 

But  that  (he  was  the  inhumane  TatWf  Daughter. 

Her/.  O  plead  no  more  for  me  my  d  eareft  Husband, 

If  you  muft  die  7  will  not  live,  without  you. 
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T were  cruelty  to  think  it,  —  (To  Tatius^)  Sir,  I  bcfeech  you, 
Regard  not  what  he  fays,  if  when  he  dies 
You  will  be  fo  unkind  to  (pare  my  life, 

I  can  ways  enough  to  follow  him  • 

Should  you  be  ftill  more  cruel,  and  prevent  me. 

Yet  grief  would  quickly  break  my  heart,  in  pity. 

Tat.  It  fhall  not  need  .*  -  No,  you  (hall  die  together. 

Truft  me  I  am  afflifted  for  you  both, 

But  I  mud  grieve  in  filence  y  (acred  Juftice 

Is  far  more  dear  to  me  than  my  own  life  : - - 

See  the  effefts  of  Ra(h,  unthinking  Love ! 

Take  your  eternal  farewel  of  each  other 
This  hour  is  yours,  the  next  you  are  no  more. 

Curtins  attend  me.  [  Exeunt  Tat.  Cur. 

[  Romulus  and  Herfilia  remain  Jilent  a  while. 
Rom.  Tatius ,  (1  cannot  (ay  your  Father)  Madam, 

Permits  me  the  (ad  favour,  e’re  we  part, 

To  take  my  everlafting  farewel  of  you. 

But  with  what  face  can  I  approach  H erjilia  <? 

Or  with  what  eye  can  (he  behold  the  wretch 
Unto  whofe  fatal  Love  (he  owes  her  ruine 
O  had  you  rather  chofen  a  poor  Cottage, 

Than  my  unhappy  Pallace,  a  Sabine  Shepheard 
Before  the  King  of  Rome ,  you  had  not  then 
Known  this  (ad  change,  nor  I  the  fenfe  offuch 
A  guilt,  that  wracks  my  very  Soul  to  pieces. 

Her f.  How  long  has  Romulus  loft  that  great  Soul, 

Which  he  received  from  a  Coeleftial  Father  ? 

For  yielding  thus  to  fate,  fure  he  has  loft  it. 

Unduly,  fhou’d  weufe,  my  deareft  Lord, 

Thofe  fmall  remains  of  life,  that  ftillare  left  us 
By  fuch  ill  tim’d  complaints,  as  thefe,  to  whet 
That  grief,  which  has  but  too  much  edge  already. 

What  have  I  done,  that  you  (hou  d  think  I  value  . 

This  fevere  turn  of  fortune,  when  compar’d 
To  your  dear  Love?  O  banifti  the  falfe  thought. 

My  paffion  fees  in  you  fomething  more  great 
Than  Crowns,  fomething  above  the  power  of  fate  ; 

Tis  R omulus  I  Love,  and  not  Dominion. 

Rom.  Ye  Gods!  why  ftiould  I  live  beyond  this  moment? 

Let  me  die  pleas’d,  now,  now^  before  her  feet. 

From  whom  I  hear  fuch  wcrds,  When  I  confider 

— - :  F  -  - - 
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The  never  equaled  Love  of  my  H erjihn^ 

And  what  I  lofe,  rtfge  ‘and  defpair  poflefs  me. 

What  man  can  think  that  (b  Divine  a  Soul 
Muft  leave  that  fair  abode,  unjuftly  too, 

And  in  his  heart  at  the  fame  time  not  feel 
Compaffion  fharper-than the  Tyrants  Steel? 

b\crf.  Why  fhou’d,  you  be  concern’d,  where  I  am  not  ? 

I  kift  my  Sentence,  whatfoever  it  be, 

To  live  or  die,  it  is  the  fame  thing  to  me. 

Should  I  appear  to  weep,  Judge  when  1  do , 

Whether  thofe  tears  fall  for  my  felf  or  you. 

Rom.  No  more,  my  Love  3  O  (pare  a  breaking  heart,  v 
You  peirce  my  Soul  in  the  moft  tender  part. 

O  rather  flatter  my  credulity  5 

Tell  me  to  fave  your  life,  that  I  muft  die  : 

It  at  that  price  your  fafety  cou’d  be  bought, 

How  bled:  were  I  /  there’s  Heaven  in  fuch  a  thought ! 

Herf.  My  Romulus  is  in  his  Love  (ever e$ 

He’d  be  a  God  alone,  and  leave  me  here. 

Much  kinder  was  my  Father  in  that  breath 
That  fpoke  our  fate }  he  Marry’d  us  in  death. 

O  happy,  happy  Sentence  !  when  we  die. 

With  equal  pace,  we’l  both  afcend  the  skie  : 

While,  as  we  mount.  Mortals,  that  fee  the  Ray 
Of  our  United  flames  out-(hine  the  day. 

Shall  call  us  happy  Lovers,  envy  us, 

And  think  no  joyes  of  Love  like  dying  thus. 

Rom.  The  Gods,  the  Gods  invite  us  up,  I  know.- 
Something  within  me  (ayes  it  muft  be  fo. 

Let  us  make  hafte  my  Love,  and  leave  behind 
The  names  to  which  this  world  as  been  unkind  .* 

I  will  be  thy  Quirwus^  thou  (halt  be 
Hebe ,  the  ever  fair,  and  young,  to  me. 

Whenfeated  in  our  new  Coeleftial  ftate, 

How  we  (hall  fmile  at  Tathts  and  his  hate. 

All  Komars  with  our  favours  we  will  blefs, 

But  be  moft  kind  to  Lovers  in  diftrefs. 

Herf.  No  mournful  youth  in  vain  (hall  died  a  tear, 

No  haplcfs  Maid  (hall  figh,  but  we  will  hear. 

Rom.  We  i  eafe  their  inward  wound*  ,  heal  their  delpair, 

And  againft  fate  fight  for  the#  brave  and  fair. 

Haf.  But  where  a  matchlefs  pair  of  Loves  Ifind 
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Wrong’d  by  a  Parent ,  cruelly  unkind, 
l’le  her  H erfilia  call^  him  Romulus  ; 

We  needs  muft  favour  them,  for  they  are  us.' 

Rom.  We  wrong  ourfelves,  and  all  our  joysdelay, . 

Let’s  leek  out  death,  and  meet  fate  half  the‘way< 

Her/.  Come  my  dear  Lord  — — —  [Taking  his  hand. 

Thus  Joyn’d  we’l  rife  to  a  Divinity :  %  ‘ 

’Tis  death  to  live,  when  ’tis  fo  fweet  ty  die.  [Exeunt 

S  C  E  N  E  1 1.  Scene  the  Pall  ace  in  Rome.  A  Couch. 
Cornelia,  Cloe. 

14  £  £>'  • 

CU  X  X  THat’s  to  be  done,  Cornelia}  We  are*  left 

W  Methinks  like  travellers,  that  lofo  their  guides, 
Unknowing  both  the  Language  and  the  Country. 

Romulus  they  have  made  Captive,  Herjilia 
Will  have  no  Liberty  without  him,  but  gives  her  felf 
To  the  fame  Prifon  freely  3  yetftiou’dl  tell 
Her  Sifter  this,  it  would  but  more  undoe  her* 

Cor .  Poor  Lady  !  fince  Hojlilius  went  from  Rome , 

She  is  no  longer  (he,  we  have  loft  her  too. 

Cloe .  I  have  a  Captain,  my  moft  obedient  fervant, 

(Thol  confefs  he*  does  me  little  fervice, 

He  being  now  continually  on  duty,) 
l3de  be  content  to  lofo  my  man  for  ever 
Could  1  but  bring  Hojlilius  back  to  give 
The  harmlefs  Maid  her  pretty  wits  again. 

Cor .  In  an  ill  hour  the  Romans  have  committed  ' 

That  which  our  Parents”  call  a  Rape,  if  thus 
Our  men  themfolves  fo  foon  are  Raviftit  from  us. 

Cloe.  But  wh6Raviftft  Hojlilius}  Nothing  but  his  own 
Heroick  Friendlhip.  take.thefo  Honourable  intrigues, 

They  caufomore  harm  than  good  :  all  our’  misfortunes 
Are  owing  to  his  abfence.  • 

Cor .  Cloe ,  no  more - -  % 

See  where  (he  comes  with  (uch  a  pittyM  air* 

In  her  diftra&ed  innocence,-  that  makes  me  weep  to  foe  her. 

Enter  Feliciana. 

Fcli,  Why  did  you  tell  me,  Cornelia ,  that  my  Sifter 
Is  rid  away  behind  Hojlilius  }  Indeed  you  are  to  blame, 

-  F  2 


For 
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For  tho  I  know^  he  does  not  love  me,  Ime  fure 
Herjilia  wou’d  not  do  it  for  a  Kingdome. 

Yet  were  it  true,  cou’d  you  be  fo  unkind 
To  tell  it  me  .<? 

Cor .  I  never  faidit,  Madam. 

F cli.  I -ask  your  pardon  heartily,  Cornelia  : 

It  was  not  you  indeed.  - -  See  where  my  Sifter 

Stands  yonder,  forting  pretty  Pinks,  and  Dafies, 
With  Violets  and  yellow  Crocus’s, 

To  make  a  wedding  Garland  for  Hojlilius , 

Yet  will  not  give  me  one  poor  flower  among ’em, 
N  o  matter,  I  have  Roles  of  my  own 
Enough  to  ftrew  me  when  I’m  dead. 


•  SINGS. 

White  as  the  Lilly  will  f ye  lye 
When  the  fooUJh  Maid  Jhall  die , 

.  .  •  For  Jha  carryyd  with  her ,  her  Viginity  r 

0/e,  0  fie. 

: -  Is  not  that  Ctoe  .<? 

Cor.  Yes  Madam. 

Feli.  Then  it  is  not  my  Sifter,  I  knew  Co  much 
Already,  tho  you  think  I  know  nothing. 

Cloe,  When  will  you  try  to  41eep  dear  Madam  f 
Feli.  O  Cloe  I  ihall  never  deep  again. 

Hojlilius  will  not  let  me  deep,  leaft  I 
Should  dream  of  him  —  Isnotthat  unkind.** 

Cor.  Pray  try  what  charmes  thereare  in  Mufick,  Madam. 

Feli.  Let  it  be  mournful  then,  for  ftiouldthey  play 
A  Cheerful  air,  and  I  (b  merry  as  T  am, 

Twou’dmakeme  mad  -  ha,  ha,  ha,  ha 

But  tis  no  matter,  Tie  fit  down  here  and  weep. 

| ~Soft  MnJickj 

No  more,  I  hate  there  Viols :  Hojlilius  is  a  Souldier 
Let  me  hear  voices:  Sing  a  Trumpet  tome. 

SON  G.  [T°  a  Martial  Air . 

Make  hajl  fair  Queen  of  Cyprus,  tarry  not: 

Have  you  the  impatient  Love  of  Mars  forgot  £ 

Fie  bleeds ,  he  bleeds ,  from  wounds  unjeen , 

That  know  no  cure  but  fuch  a  Quyen. 

Xou  are  the  only  Surgeon  has  the  art 
To  cure  a  Godi  that's  wounded  in  the  heart. 
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See,  the  fair  Queen  of  Cyprus  does  appear, 

While  alt  the  wither  d  beauties  of  the  year 
Start  up  and  fmile,  to  feel  her  bring  , 

Something  more  welcome  than  the  Spring. 

The  Rofe  and  Jeffamine ,  perfume  the  air , 

Tet  do  her  Garlands  take  their  fmetn-efs  from  her  hair. 

She  comes ,  foe  comes ,  foe  comes  a  Lovers  pace 
With  all  the  fmiles  of  Heaven  in  her  face. 

•Chorus.  Why  foould  not  than  the  brave  be  fortunate  ? 

Why  f ooud  the  fair  be  haplefs  in  their  Love  } 

When  the  Ccdefial  powers  that  rule  their  fate 
Keep  fach  a  kind  intelligence  above} 

Feli .  Fetch  me  a  Roman  Pile,  aud  Sabine  Shield, 

Tie  after  the  ungrateful  Runegade,  [Starting  up* 

And  force  him  back  to  duty  —  alas,  alas. 

Laugh  at  me  good  Cornelia ,  prithee  laugh. 

Can  I  force  him  whom  mighty  Cupid  could  not  ? 

I  (aw  the  little  God  fhoot  all  his  Arrows  at  him, 

And  ft  ill  Hof  Hi  us  fenced,  and  fenced,  and  fenced 
’Em  all  away  3  and  ftill  as  they  came, 

He  filcht  them  all  into  his  own  Quiver. 

At  laft  the  boy  Cite  down  and  wept  for  having  loft 
His  Arrows :  But  what  did  I  ? 

I  went  up  boldly  to  the  pretty  Child, 

And  ftrok’t  him  thus  3  be  comforted  (aid  I,  £  Stroaks  Cor* 

I’le  give  thee  new  Artillery,  fweet  infant.* 

Tie  give  my  boy  a  Quiver  full  of  fighs. 

At  this  the  Urchin  fail'd  :  Ah/foolifti  Girl,faid  he, 

Sighs  are  indeed  a  fort  of  Arrows,  but  they 
Can  only  wound  her  bread:  that  (hoots  ’em. 

Cor .  and  Cloc.  Dear  Madam  try  to  deep  once  more. 

Feli .  I  will,  I  will,  I  will,  I  will,  — »  [Sits  down  again. 

But  then  you  muft  not  ling  another  Trumpet  3 

I  hate  the  thought  of  war, Hofiilms  is 

Too  much  a  Soldier  /  Sing  any  thing  but  that, 

And  I  will  try  to  deep  in  earned. 

SONG. 

Where  art  thou  God  of  dreams  3  for  whofe  fcft  chain 
The  beji  of  Mankind  ever  do  complain  3 
Since  they  affect  to  be  thy  Captives  before- Liberty 
Unkind  and  d/foblioing  Deity !  - 

—  -  _ ~s  *  _ ^  — 
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He  flies  front  Princes  and from  Lovers  Eyes 
Tit  every  night  with  the  poor  Skepkeard  lies ? 

V  .  ’  .  VW  /'  \  -i 

Shew  thy  felf  now, a  Gcd ,  and  take  feme  care 
Of  the  diflreffed  Innocent  and  fair. 

To  refl,  to  ref ,  difpofi  the  pittyd  Maid ,  her  eye-lids  cloje 
Gently ,  as  evening  dews  put  up  the  Rofe  :■  ‘ 

Then  bear  in ft  kit  whifpers  to  her  ear 
Such  plcafing  words  as  Virgins  love  to  hear. 

"I  •  \  •  \  *  \  *•  "  ' 

I  -  •  r  \  r  *  :  ^  \  ^  .  !  A  t  ^  f  \\ .  * 

Cloe .  She  fleeps,  (lie  fleeps,  Cornelia  !  Happy  minute. 

Let  us  withdraw,  for  fear  we  fhould  difturb 
The  bleffed  Humber. 

[  They  come  forward ,  and  the  Scene  puts  upon  Feliciana  f 
Cloe •  But  while  our  cares  imploy’d  here  for  Feliciana  , 

We  muft  not  lofe  the  memory  of  Herflia. 

We  are  obliged  in  Honour  to  find  fome  means 
To  free  the  Noble  Lovers, 

Cor .  Poor  Che,  whatnre  we  weak  helpkfs  Maids, 

To  attempt  fo  brave  and  ,aft,  when  all  the  force 
In  Rome  can  hardly,  hope  to  doit. 

Enter  Portia,  weeping. 

’  Port.  7f  you  have  any  tears  in  Xtore,  now,  no.w 
Is  the  fad  fatal  hour  arriv’d  tofptnd  ’em.* 
if  you  have  eyes,  (hew  it,  and  weep  3  for  mine 
Already  are  quite  loft  m  fcrrows  — — 

The  Noble  Romulus ,  and  his  Herflia , 

That  Glorious  pair  of  Captives,  are  by  Tatius 
(O  cruel  Sabine  ,  Q  fcandal  of  our  Nation) 

Sentenc’d  to  death  :  and  now  the  curfed  minute 
Comes  on  apace,  when  the  inhumane  Sentence 
Muft  have  a  more  inhumane  Execution. 

Cloe.  So  fad  a  tale,  as  this,  tho  but  a  fiftion, 

Cannot  be  heard  without fopie  tears?  .  *  [  Weeps ; 

For  fare,  my  Portia,  you  but  diflemble  With  us, 

Or  if  you  be  in  earned:,  yet  Tatius,  is  not: 

He  cannot  be  fo  barbarous. 

Port.  Oh  never  hope  it,  he  is  grown  a  Monfter : 
jufticethebeft  of  vertues  is  in  him 
The  worft  of  vices,  fince  he  can  aft 
A  cruelty  like  this,  and  call  it  Juftice. 

Cloe f  And  is  this  true  $  Happy  Feliciana , 

'i 
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Whole  want  of  fenfe  fecures  her  from  this  new  fdlrrow  : 

Wou’d  I  too  were  diftrafted. 

Cor,  I  will  not  be  fo  vain  to  with,  where  I 
Can  rule  my  fate  :  Tie  die  with  my  dear  Lady. 

I  need  no  other  Tyrant  then  my  grief : 

Sorrow  fhall  do  the  part  of  Tatius  to  me. 

Port .  I  love  my  Queen  as  much  as  any  can. 

•  I  cou’d  indure  a  thoufand  prifonsrforher$ 

Suffer  a  thoufand  forrows,  nay  I  could  wifh. 

With  heartily,  that  I  were  dead  to  fave  her. 

But  when  [think  I  am  a'  dying,  — 

Oh  how  I  tremble.  Death  is  a  thing  of  fuch 
An  ugly  form,  fo  old,  and  full  of  horror. 

It  never  can  agree  with  a  young  Virgins  fancy. 

Cloe.  How  poor  a  thing  it  is  to  be  a  woman  $ 

Ah  helplefs  fex !.  we  have  defires,  yet  flill 

Want  power  to  aft  them.  Come  my  fad  Companions, 

Let  us  all  try  tQ  melt  away  in  tears  : 

In  fuch  a  death  no  frightful  fhape  appears. 

Infenfibly  we  (hall  be  eafed  from  care, 

As  Eccho  once,  in  fighs  diflolv’d  to  air.  £  Exeunt. 

SCENE  III.  The  Street. 

¥  *> 
Enter  Hoftilius. 

Hojl.  T  Cannot  go  out  of  the  fight  of  R ome.  x 

J.  How  long  have  I  been  wandring  to  no  pupofe  > 

Like  ftrangers  ftraying  in  a  wood,  I  think 
To  Travel  forward,  but  am  indeed 
Brought  back,  infenfibly  to  my  firft  ftation. 

Sure  fomething  is  forgot  5  fbou’d  not  I  fee 
Herfilia ,  ere  I  part?  Itmuft  be  fo, 

Goodmanners  fay  I  fhou'd.  O  I  dare  not 
To  fee  her,  is  to  ftay  for  ever  here 
Andlofemy  generous  thought  5  myboafted  friendfiiip- 
No,  I  will  on:  riefpurmy  refty  Nature, 

And  make  the  dull  jade  travel  forward  ,  forward  y 
It  is  a  glorious  journy,  and  I  will  go.  £  Exit. 

Enter  Tarpeia,  in  Mans  Apparel ,  but  different  from  the  firmer. 

Tarp.  5fis  requifite,  I  fhould  redeem  my  honour 
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In  the  fame  ga‘rb  I  loft  it  5  my  defigne, 

Is  much  too  Mafculine  for  my  own  habit. 

O  Curtins ,  Curtins ,  that  I  cou’d  remove  thee 
From  Rome ,  and  from  the  world,  with  asmucheafe 
As  from  Tarpeias ,  much  abufed  affeftion. 

But  let  it  be:  The  greater  difficulty, 

The  greater  glory.  Weft  thou  arm’d  with  thunder. 

Fenced  with  a  wall  of  Adamant,  and  Seas 
Deeper  and  feircer,  than  the  Adriatic 4, 

Pde  find  a  way  to  thy  perfidious  heart } 

And  tell  thee  there  what’s  due  from  injur’d  Lovec 

Enter  Hoftilius. 

Hojl.  How  much  in  vain  do  we  refolve  to  aft 
What  fate  forbids  ?  The  Gods  have  drawn  a  line, 

And  tho  1  ftrain  and  fummon  all  my  powers. 

They  hold  me  back  5  and  laugh  at  my  endeavors  .* 

I  muft  not,  cannot  pafs  the  fatal  limits. 

Rome  I  am  thine  again  !  The  Gods  that  bring  me  here 
Let  them  preferve  my  Honour. 

Tarp .  Now  fortune,  if  thou  art  a  Goddefs,  help  me. 
Honour,  if  thou  art  more  then  a  bare  name, 

Affift  me,  fince  I  aft  not  for  revenge 
Alone,  but  Romulus  my  injured  King. 

Hojl.  Ha  !  did  not  that  boy  name  Romulus  ?  I  cannot 

Hear  that  dear  name,  but  I  muft  wifhtofee  him  - - 

You  mentioned.  Youth,  the  King:  Is  he  this  way  Y 
Tarp .  Where  has  the  brave  Hojlilius  been  to  ask  . 

That  queftion?  Can  Romulus  be  a  Captive, 

And  he,  his  neareft  friend,  not  know  it? 

Hojl.  What  do  I  hear  ?  .Speak  out  thou  fatal  Meffenger 
Of  killing  news  5  delay  me  not  with  queftions, 

But  anfwer  mine  direftly.  Where  is  my  King,  My  Romulus 
Tarp.  I nthe  Weft-Tower,  a  Captive  there  to  Tatius. 

Hojl.  Was  this  the  caufe  /could  not  go  from  Rome} 

Was  it  for  this  my  ftepsforfbok  my  conduft, 

And  erring  right,  have  wandred  back  again  £ 

O  (acred  Providence,  I  now  adore  thee!  — 

♦Admire  not  boy,  that  i’m  a  ftranger  here, 
l  have  been  abfent,  a  Truant  from  the  City  5 
And  now  returning,  yet  fora  private  reafbn 
I've  ftiun’d  the  fight  and  fpeech  of  all  1  met. 

But  one  word  more  for  Jam  call'd  to  aftion 
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How  has  this  -  news  agreed  with  fair  Herjilia  ? 

And  where  is  (he? 

Tarp.  A  Prifoner  with  her  Husband. 

Freely  (he  gave  her  felf  to  the  fame  fetters. 

She  lov’d  too  well  to  be  at  large  without  him: 

Hoji.  And  is  the  fweet  Herplia  too  a  Captive  ? 

What  \xomuhis0  and  his  Herfilia  too! 

Fortune  invites  me  to  the  greateft  Glory, 

To  Sacrifice  my  life,  or  free  at  once, 

The  two  mod  lov’d  by  me  of  all  Mankind. 

Tarp.  ( Afide .)  I’ve  ruin’d  my  own  pro jeft  3  O !  hed  prevent  me, 
And  1  (hall  never  get  again  my  houour, 

Nor  give  a  due  revenge  to  injur’d  Love, 

Shou’d  I  be  thus  defeated.  (To  Hoftilius,)  However,  tho 

Affairs  are  very  defperate,  yet  I 

Have  form’d  a  way  to  free  the  Noble  Lovers : 

I  beg  the  brave  Hoftilius  would  permit  it.  ^ 

HoJl.  Heavens !  This  is  another  Rival :  Herfilia’ s  beauty 
Makes  all  Mankind,  of  every  age,  adorers. 

How  fate  has  (pited  me?  altho  I  know 

He  loves  my  Miftrefs,  yet  (uch  a  Rival  Child 

Is  much  below  my  notice.  -  [  Afide. 

Thou  form  a  way  to  free ’em,  — —  alas,  poor  boy! 

Who  owns  this  ftragling  Child  ? 

Thou  free  the  Noble  Lover’s :  What  darll:  thou  do  to  free  ’em  ? 

Tarp.  Sir,  tho  I  think,  /dare  as  much  as  any. 

Encounter  fire  and  water ,  fight  agaihft  all 
The  Elements,  endure  a  thouland  wounds. 

And  e'very  wound,  a  (everal  death $  yet  what 
I  have  defigned  is  not  to  be  effected 
By  over  daring,  but  by  add  refs  and  wit. 

Force  is  too  defperate,  my  way  is  (ure, 

Zf  you,  not  ruine  all  by  acting  rafhly.  . 

Suffer  me  then  to  aft  alone,  /  beg  it  .* 

The  Honour,  Sir,  of  my  whole  life’s  concern’d. 

Hoft.  His  honour?  ’tislb,  ayehemuftlove  Herftlia, 

He  Qould  not  el(e  be  (b  concern’d  and  earned.  -  £  Aftdc. 

Thy  Honour  Boy  !  vftiats  that,  who  ever  heard 
Of  a  Boys  Honour  ? 

Tarp.  My  Love,  my  life,  and  my  revenge  will  differ. 


Hoft.  His  Love,  Horror ! 


lAftde. 
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It  is  an  impudent  requeft,  that  I 

Should  ftand  una&ive  in  a  caufe  like  this*  — 

Thy  honour  fuffer  /  Dam  it :  Mine  will  more, 

As  infinitely  more, 

As  there  is  difference  ’twixt  my  Love  and  thine. 
Go  poor  effeminate  Creature  ,  ufe  thy  ways 
Of  fraud  and  treachery,  fit  for  boys  or  women. 
I5le  be  a  Man,  and  force  the  prifon  open. 

Tarp.  Hel  ruine  my  defign  infallibly, 

Unlefs  I  give  it  fpeedy  Execution  : 

I  muft  effeft  it  then,  while  he  is  drawing 
A  party  up  for  the  affault,  or  never. 

He  muft  lofe  time,  but  I  can’t  (pare  one  minute.. 
Fortyne  affift  me :  Revenge  and  hate  infpire  me. 


[To  Tarp. 


[Exit, 


[  Exit . 


Scena  ultima ,  The  Fort. 

Enter  Curtius  and  Tarpeius. 

Cur .  ¥’Ve  open’d  all  my  heart  Tarpeius  to  you, 

1  Becaufe  I  know  your  intereft  with*  Romulus : 

You  can  prevail  with  him  :  You  fee  what  power 
1  have  to  make  my  offers  good.  —  latius 
Has  given  this  Fort  to  me,  and  I  have  here 
Anabfolute  Command,  fince  he  return’d  back  to  the  Camp. 

Tarp.  You  have  indeed  made  me  a  large  Confeflion, 

But  Fine  not  fure  I  underftand  you  right, 

I  think  you  fay  you  love  the  fair  Herjilia j 
And  as  a  means  to  gain  her  wrought  this  war, 

And  got  my  Fort  by  Treafon.  ’ - 

Cur.  True. 

Tarp.  You  tell  me,  (he  and  Romulus  are  both 
To  die,  Condemn’d  by  Tatius  for  the  Rape  3 
But  notwhhftanding,  if  Pie  prevail  with  him 
To  quit  Herjilia  to  your  love,  you’l  give  * 

Him  Liberty,  and  me  my  Fort  again.  ■ — — 

Cur.  Moft  willingly.  • 

Tarp.  I  think  you  faid  you  never  lov’d  the  Treafon 
But  for  Herfiiiah  fake.  That  ’twasmy  Daughter 
Betray’d  the  Gate,  for  Which  alone  you  hate  her. 

And  fain  would  give  it  back  on  thefe  conditions  — 

Cur . 
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Cur .  Moil:  true. 

Tarp.  No,  hate  my  Daughter  ftill,  hate  her  as  much 
As  I  do  5  It  is  the  only  aft  of  all  thy  Life, 

That  (hews  thee  good  or  brave  .•  Know  thoumoft  vile 
Of  all  the  Sabines,  that  the  King  of  Rome 
Has  not  fo  poor  Soul,  but  he  had  rather 
Lofe  twenty  thoufands  lives,  than  but  one  thought 
fTheleaft  of  all  his  thoughts  )  for  his  Herjilia. 

Cur .  And  will  you  not  perfwadahim  ? 

Tarp .  Yes :  Where  he  not  already  (ixt  I  would 
Perfwade  him,  and  ufe  all  means,  all  Arguments 
To  fettle  him  in  fuch  a  Refolution.  — : — 

*ris  well  for  thee,  I  am  thy  Priforier,  Curtins: 

Had  I  my  Liberty,  and  Sword  again 
Tde  anfwer  in  another  phrafc,  and  tell 
Thy  heart,  what  ’tis  to  tempt  a  Roman  to 
Sobafe  an  aftion.  ,  • 

Cur .  Are  you  fo  brave 5  Ho  there  without,  who  waits 

Enter  Guard. 

Take  him  and  guard  him  ftriftly,  on  your  lives 
Let  him  not  (peak  to  any,  nor  be  feen. 

[  Exeunt  Guard  and  Tarp. 
Fmeatalofs,  my  beft  defignis  blafted, 

Yet  Tlenot  give  it  ore,  Herjtlia’s  Love 

Has  joyes  enough  to  recompence,.  a  thoufand  crofles. 

Enter  a  Souldier  and  Tarpeia. 

Sol.  Yonder’s  my  Captain,  Sir,  at  leifure  too, 

But  you  muft  leave  your  Sword  with  me. 

Tarp .  Take  it. -  [Gizes  her  Sword. 

Hail  to  the  Noble  Curtins ,  if  you  be  he? 

I  have  affairs  that  touch  yoit  very  nearly. 

Cur .  I  am  the  man,  if  they  concern  my  life  5 
Speak  boldly. 

Tarp .  They  do,  and  what’s  more  near,  your  love. 

Cur .  Speak  foftly,  Boy*  The  very  name  of  love 
Hath  fomething  in’tfo  (acred,  it  requires 
A  private  ear  and  ought  not  to  be  heard 
By  any  unConcertaii}  the  profane  vulgar. 

Withdraw,  and  furor  none  whoever  ,  to  '  [To  tU  Soldier . 
Approach  this  way,  till  I  give  notice.  ££#.  Sold. 

Tarp .  It  is  indeed  a  mighty  fecret  Sir, 

And  we  can’t  be  too  private; 

i^M^**^«M**^*^*^^**«^ - -Q  .  Cur* 
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Cur .  True  Boy, 


[Lock*  the  door . 


Now  fpeak. 

Tarp.  Iam  fent  hither  from  the  fam’d  Syhilla  — 

Cur.  About  my  Love  >  Ay,  Ay,  I  do  not  doubt  it. 

?  T  is  fuch  a  ftrong  and  violent  pafiion,  Boy, 

The  Gods  may  well  take  notice  of  it. 

What  fays  the  Prophetefs  ?  Did  fhe  not  name 
H erfilia  in  the  Meflage  ?  If  (he  did  not, 

Q  "never  {peak  it  to  me  5  all  other  words 
Are  difcords  in  my  ear. 

Tarp .  She  did,  (he  did, 

She  nam’d  the  fweet  H erfilia  often, 

And  faid,  —  But  firft,  fee  my  Credentials,  Curtins .  — 

Look  Sir,  this  is  her  hand,  and  this  $  no,  this  - 

She  gives  him  a  Letter ,  and  as  he  is  opening  it  to  read ,  fie 
K  comes  up,  and  looking  over  his  left  Shoulder,  as  if  fist  would 
C  injlruff  him  in  fo  met  king,  whips  out  his  Sword . 

Turn  hither  Monfter,  and  behold  thy  Hell, 

Before  you  feel  the  flames.  - I  am  Tarpeia .  - - 

Nay  ftir  not,  or  by  all  the  Gods,  and  all 

The  Devils,  like  thy  {elf,  Me  nail  thee  to 

The  ground  :  tho  I  am  a  Woman,  yet  I  am 

Infpird  with  all  the  force  and  fury  now  of  twenty  men. 

Cur.  It  is  the  very  fhe  5 
What  a  dull  beaft  was  I  not  to  fufpeft 

That  face  !  my  Love  tranfported  me  to  ruine.  £  Afide. 

Tarp.  Tremble,  and  hear  me  thou  inhumane  Villain. 

I  come  prepar’d  to  take  a  full  revenge 
For  all  my  flighted  Lbve,  my  ruin’d  honour, 

'  For  Romulus ,  my  Country,  and  my  Father. 

I  value  not  my  life,  when  I  have  thine 
Lie  give  mine  freely  up  to  any  torment. 

Chr.  How  have  I  wrong’d  you,  Madam  ?  You  know-too  wel 
Our  paflion’s  not  at  our  own  choice,  if  fate 
Has  pointed  your  love  this  way,  mine  to  another, 

It  is  your  fate  has  wrong’d  you,  and  not  1. 

Tarp .  Unheard  of  impudence  !  face  of  a  ! 

Can  you  lay  this  to  me  S  To  me  who  have  ™ 

Betray’d  my  King,  my  Country,  Father,  All, 

For  thee  perfidious  wretch  ?  3Tis  not  thy  Love 
I  value  now  ,  but  feek  for  my  loft  honour  :  — — • 
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Didft  thou  not  fwear,  thy  Love  was  free/  and  by 
Thatfpecious  bait  tempt  me  to  bea  Devil/ 

Give  me  my  faith  again  /owe  my  Country/ 

Give  me  again  my  innocence,  falfe  man, 

Make  me  no  tray  tor.  - O  it  can  not  be  !  * 

My  names  all  over  fully 5d,  black,  black,  as  Hell,  - - 

But  I  will  wall]  it  in  thy  blood  .*  He  fearch 
The  fountain  of  thy  veins,  fuck  thy  hearts  blood. 

Then  knaw  the  flelh  into  a  thoufand  peices, 

And  grieve  the  diet  will  not  la  ft  for  ever. 

Cur.  Where  are  my  Guards?  O  that  they  knew  my  danger/ 
Will  no  kind  Demon  tell  ’em.  —  Ho !  without. 

Tarp.  Nay  if  you  open,  Hell-hound,  then  have  at  thee. 

[  Makes  at  him ,  he  Jlrives  to  defend  himfilf  but  is  wounded . 
Cur .  Yet  fpare  my  life  and  I  will  pardon  all. 

J’le  Love  thee  too,  give  back  the  Fore  and  Prifoners. 

Tarp.  Abhorred  Creature  /  no :  I  now  hate  more 
Than  I  e  re  lov’d,  tho  I  lov’d  more  than  any. 

Wert  thou  morefuppliantat  my  feet,  than  I 
Too  lately  was  at  thine,  I’d  fpurn  at  thy 
Petitions,  thus  }  and  be  more  cruel, 

/fit  were  poffible,  than  thou  wer’t,  Devil. 

As  for  the  Fort,  Lie  quickly  take  that  back. 

But  firft  thy  life.  - *  [ \Affaults  him  again. 

Guard.  To  Armes,  to  Armes :  Where  are  you  Curtins )  [Without. 
Captain  to  Armes,  to  Armes,  we  are  furpriz’d.  [Knocking. 
Cur.  Make  haft  and  *  break  the  door. 

Tarp.  He  open  firft  a  door  to  thy  falfe  heart. 

[Xurtius  clojes  Tarp.  and  as  they  are  jiriving ,  the  Guard  enter. 
Guard.  Ha!C//r/7///,unarm’d  and  wounded?SeetheyoungTray^itor.  * 

Oh  Murderous  Villain  !  -  [  The  Guard  wound  Tirp. 

Cur.  Forbear,  it  is  a  Woman,  —  QCurtius  difarms  her. 
Guard.  O  Sir,  the  Forts  in  danger ,  —  the  Romans  headed 
By  their  Hojiilius  ,  pour  like  a  torrent  on  us. 

We  want  your  Countenance  and  condufr. 

Cur.  I  am  much  wounded,  but  I  think  none ‘mortal.* 

On  to  the  danger,  - - 


[To  Tarp.  as  he  goes  off. 
Defpifed  thing,  falfe  both  to  Rome  and  me, 

Make  ufe  of  thefe  few  minutes  .*  lie  but  fecure 
My  Guard,  at  my  return  expeft 

The  due  reward  which  all  thy  T reafons  Merit.  [£*«  Cur.  cum  fuis 
* -  G  a  Tar\ 


\ 
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Tarp.  Y es,  I  will  ufe  the  time.  - — -  I  bleed  .*  Tis  nothing, 
The  fight  does  but  incourage  me  to  aftion. 

O  that  I  had  a  Sword  !  Tie  to  the  affault 
While  all  is  in  Confufion,  I  cannot  mils 
Afivcapon  on  the  place :  My  Country  calls  $ 

My  help,  though;,  weak,  will  yet  affift  her  fomething. 

Could  I  die  figh^ng  for  her,  I  were  happy. 

When  life’s  a  burthen,  all  our  fortune  croft, 

Tolofeit  Nobly  then,}  how  fweet  s  the  lofs? 


ACT:  V.  SCEN  E*  I.  The  Fort. 

;  I  :  .  ’  i  \  f  •  ,  i  .  v  •-  :  i  9  ’  t  ' '  '  /  ‘  :k  "‘  K 

. Hoflilius,  Soddiers ,  Tarpeia. 

ffoft.  H  E.  For,t  is  ours  again :  But  vve  have  ft  range!  y 

Milt  the  Commander. 

Sol.  Siibims  Curtins,  Sir,  when  he  perceived 
All  pa  ft  Redemption,  with  fome  few  Officers, 

Forced  their  way  through  us,  and  fled  fafely  over 
To  their  own  Camp:  the  reflate  Prifoners. 

H ojl.  My  little  Rival  there,  and  bloody  tOQ  ? 

I  lee  he's  more  a  'Man  than  1  expedited,  [  -4fde. 

Know  you  that  'Boy?  •;  [  To  the  Soldier. 

Sd.  I  found  him.  Sir,  amidft  the  thickeft  danger, 

Fighting  on  our  fide,  fiercely,  till  fpent  withlofs 
Ot  blood,  a  rough  old  Sabine,  had  feiz’d 
And  wou’d  have  kill, the  fainting  Youth,  when  I 
Styp,t  in  and  laved  hiffi. 

f4>/?.  It  was  well  done  ,  and  I  le  reward  you  for  it : 

All  favour’s  due  to  fuch  an  -early  Courage. 

Thou  art  a  Gallant  Boy,  and  I  repent  [To  Tarp. 

I  chid  thee  lately ,  .pirithee  reveal  thy  Name, 

That  we  may  know,  to-wlhom  we  give  our  prailes. 

Tarp,  It  is  mot*  worth  your  -knowledge,  brave  H ofiilm, 

•  My  Name’s  difhonourable,  worfe  than  none, 

Unlefs  I  get  a  Name  float’s  worth  the  (peaking 

/  fcegto  die  unknoyy^iwit-^flB-v.i  i5i  <  : 

Sd.  See  Sir,  the  fhbyalrJPiifoners  come  to  meet  you, 

Enter  Romulus,  Herlilia,  Spu.  Tarpeius, 

Rom.  Do  we  fcc.wi'-tiojl/lm  once  again  ? 
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I  cannot  fay,  in  which  I  am  moft  happy, 

To  fee  my  friend  reftored,or  Liberty.  -■  ■■ 

O,  my  Herfilia ,  now  we  cannot  die  3 
This  world  is  too  inviting :  All  our  joyes 
Return,  and  we  (hall  now  be  Gods  in  R ome. 

Wefi.  The  happinefi  is  mine,  bleffedamf 
That  I  am  pointed  out  to  ferve  my  King, 

My  beft  of  Friends,  and  (whom  I  blufh  to  name,) 

The  fvveet  Herfilia:  It  is  a  glorious  office  ! 

The  very  boys  have  fo  much  fenfeof  Honour  3 
And  think  it  Heaven  to  die  in  fuch  a.caufe. 

This  youth  endeavour’d  it  as  well  as  I.  [Pointing  to  Tarp. 

'  Sp.  Tarp .  Ha /my  Daughter  in  dilguife !  O  thou  ftiame 

Of  Roman  Maids.  Take  this  reward  of  Treafon  - 

Draws  and  runs  at  her ,  Hoftilius  jieps  between. 

Hoji.  Hold  !  What  means  the  Mad-man?  Woud  you  reward 
With  death,  him  ,  who  ftill  bleeds  from  all  thefe  wounds 
Received  fo  lately  in  his  Countries  quarrel  ? 

Sp.  Tarp.  Perfift  not  in  an  Errour,  good  Hoftilius , 

This  is  no  Boy,  but  my  accurfed  Daughter,  - - 

With-hold  me  not,  I  have  a  Parents  Right, 

And  claim  to  take  her  life  at  my  own  freedom. 

R om.  That  Argument  I  never  will  allow  of, 

Twas  ufed  againft  Herfilia. 

Hoji.  I  am  amazed  lean  any  woman  have, 

A  Soul  fo  Mafculine-?  , 

Sp.  Tarp .  Say  rather,  fo  degenerate,  andfull  of  horrour, 

Since  this  is  that  frife  Devil  f  hat  betray’d 
The  Fort;  her  King,  and  Father,  to  the  Sabines. 

R om.  This  is  all  Riddle,  how  cou  d  (he  betray 
Her  Prince,  who  has  expos’d  her  life  to  favehim. 

I  muft  examine  this  more  ftri&ly,  - 

5  Romulus  goes  ozer ,  and  diftourfts  with  Tarpeia,  an  /  her 
Father ,  while  Hoftilius  and  Herfilia  come  forward . 

Her ft.  Hof  Hi  vs  you  have  merited  from  mefo  highly 
In  freeing  my  dear  Lord,  from  inftant  death, 

That  I  ftiouM  be  confounded  much,  to  make 
A  due  acknowledgment  of  fuch  a  fervice  .* 

Did  I  not  know  of  a  reward  will  pleafe  you. 

H  °fi.  Ime  ftupifi’d.  I  know  not  what  to  anfwer. 
idare  net  look:  Jdarenottruft3my  eyes 
With  the  dear  objeft.  [Aftde. 

•  '  .  x  Her f. 
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Her f.  Do  you  not  mind  me  Sir,  Why  do  you  look 

Another  way?  -  Yours  merits  are  too  modeft. 

Uoji.  In  vain  /  guard  my  eyes;  In  vain/  keep 
That  Port  fecure:  My  ear,  my  ear  betrays  me.  - — •  Afide. 

Too  much  reward  it  is  already,  Madam,  [To  Herfilia. 

For  me  to  hearfoch  words  from  fair  H erfilia. 

What  man  can  merit  fuch  kind  words,  and  live? 

If  I  had  dyed  in  foch  a  caufe,  as  this. 

Perhaps  the  fvveet  Herfilia.  might  have  then 
Applauded  me  with  better  Judice. 

H erf.  No  more  of  this.  : - 

As  foon  as  we  return  back  to  the  Pallace 

Be  you  in  the  Court  Garden : 

lie  meet  you  there  in  the  dole  Mirtle-walk, 

And  then  confer,  the  dear  reward/  mention. 

H oft.  I  dare  not  underhand  her  meaning.  - - - 

Now,  now,  Hojlilm,  fummonall  thy  vertue. 

Call  all  thy  Honour  to  thy  help,  for  all 

Is  much  too  little.  - 

Rom,  So  brave  an  aft,  after  fo  bale  a  Treafon 
I  never  knew  the  fame  hand  guilty  of. 

Sp.  Tarp .  /cannot  yet  receive  her  for  my  Daughter, 

Theftain  of  Treafon  is  indelible. 

Nor  has  (he  purg’d  her  Crime  by  her  late  fervice. 

Since  foe  was  bound  tojthat,  tho  foe  had  ne’re 

Offended. - She  ought  to  die. 

Rom,  Spurius  Tarpeius ,  no  :  You  give  your  Prince 
Difoonourable  Counfel.  Shou’d  I  forget 
Her  wounds  dill  bleeding  ?  Ingratitude's  in  me 
Almod  as  great  ablemifo  as  her  Treafon. 

Tarp,  If  you  intend  me  any  favour  Sir  ? 

If  /  have  merited  in  my  lad  aftion  ? 

Do  as  my  Father  urges.  Take  my  life: 

Since  /  mid  that  of  Curtins^  mines  a  Burden  , 

A  foame,  a  Torment  tome.  Had  I  but 
Recover'd  my  loft  Honour;  Had  not  my  : 

Revenge,  my  Glory,  my  intended  fervice 
Been  all  defeated  by  Hoftilius  coming, 

I  then  cou’d  have  endured  to  live. 

Or  any  fate,  life  had  not  been  unealle.  - ^ 

/f  you’l  not  give  me  death  as  a  reward? 

If  /appear  to  ask  too  great  a  Boon  ? 

Con.* 
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Confer  it  as  a  Punifhment  for  Treafon. 

If  neither  way  I  can  have  what  I  beg  .* 

Sullen,  and  out  of  favour  with  my  fortune, 

I’le  try  to  give  my  felf  what  you  deny  me. 

H erf.  Will  you,  Tarpeia, (land  to  my  decifllon  2 
Tarp.  With  all  my  Soul :  I’me  fure  the  fweet  H erfilia 
Will  give  me  what  I  ask,  a  (peedy  death 
Since  by  my  aft,  Ihe  and  her  Romulus 
Were  both  fo  very  near  it. 

Hcrf.  Then,  with  my  dear  Lords  leave,  this  is  my  Sentence. 
Tarpeia,  you  (hall  live:  And  yet  to  pleafe  you, 

I  will  inflifta  Civil  death,  you  (hall, 

During  your  life,  be  a  devoted  Reclufe, 

A  Vettal ,  ever  ferving  at  the  Altar, 

\And  Sacrifice  for  us  whom  you  have  wrong’d. 

Korn.  Now  to  Mount  Palatine :  Come  my  Captive  Queen, 

And  change  a  Prifon,  for  a  Court,  Joys  taft 
More  fweet,  when  relifht  by  affiiftions  part 

[Ex.  0 nines.  Prefer  Tarpeia. 
Tarpeia  alone ,  two  of  the  Guards  at  a  difiance. 

Tarp.  A  Nun  !  O  no:  The  thought  is  worfe  than  death. 

Can  I,  I  who  have  felt  fo  many  fires 

In  my  own  breaft,  whole  heart  has  burnt  (b  long 

In  Love  and  fury,  that  I  am  now  all  afhes  ? 

Can  I  - 

Tamely  fubmit  to  guard  the  Veftal  Flames  ? 

Pardon  me  Gcddefi 3  Pardon  me  Uerfilia 3 

I  have  not  Soul  enough  to  live  at  eafe.  - 

O  Earth,  Earth,  Earth !  Take  me  to  your  Embraces.  [Lies  dorm. 
Why  (hou’d  I  ufe  the  air  ?  My  Soul’s  all  fled, 

Spent  and  evaporate  in  fruitleft  Paflion. 

There’s  nothing  left  to  poor  Tarpeia  now 
But  a  bale  fordid  Lump  of  worthleft  mould. 

Colour  ,  that  fleeting  Summer  (hade,  and  all 
That  little  Beauty  I  once  had,  has  left  me.* 

Like  a  falfe  dream,  ’tis  vanifht  in  a  moment. 

Yet  I  have  ftill  a  name  remains  .*  Ah,  left 

Then  nothing  !  unlefs  it  cou’d  (urvive  with  Glory. 

Tocleanle  thy  fpoted  name,  die  then,  Tarpeia-, 

Nothing  but  death  can  give  a  life  to  fame. 

[Seeing  the  Guards. 

(Rfing)  Ha !  my  Sorrows  are  betray’d :  — -  Unmanner’d  Villains, 

H  Do 
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Do  you  flay  here  as  Spies  upon  my  aftion  /  [Draw*' 

Guard.  We  wait  here,  Madam,  by  the  Kings  Command  / 

Our  duty  is  to  fee  you  fafely  lodged 
In  Veftas  Temple.  - - 

Tarp.  Forbear/  And  know  your  diftance,  bafe  Plebeians  3 

I  have  not  leafure  yet  to  be  Religious.  - 

O  !  I  ammuch  oppreft  :  Too  much  black  blood  [AJide. 

Lies  heavy  at  my  heart,  and  drowns  my  Spirits. 

But  I  will  give  it  vent. - -  Stay,  1  have  here, 

Full  on  my  breaft,  a  Sabine  wound  imperfett. 

What  Curtius  Soldiers  have  begun,  Fie  finifh: 

Through  the  fame  Orifice  lie  fend  my  fteel 
Into  that  wound  which  Curtius  gave  my  heart. 

O  loved  and  hated  Name !  Since  he  refufed 
The  Joys  of  Love,  thus  Tie  remove  the  pains. 

[  Falls  on  her  Sword . 

T.  Guard:  O  (lie  has  kill’d  herfelf!  the  mad  Virago 
Has  out  done  all  her  former  aftions,  here. 

Call  for  more  help.  — — 

2.  Guard .  Help,  there  within  3  Tarpeza  bleeds  to  death  ! 

Enter  Tarpeius,  Attendants. 

Sp.  Tarp .  What  means  this  fuddain  out-cry  ?  Ha  / 

Jsftill  Tarpeia  here?  Myfhameftill  here?  Not  yet  a  Veftal  £ 

1.  Guard .  O  Sir,  behold  your  Daughter  lies  expiring  : 

Wild  with  her  difcontents,  from  her  own  Sword 
She  took  that  death  which  you  fo  much  defired. 

And  Romulus  denyed. 

SpTarp .  She  bleeds:  KindHeavens !  from  her  own  hand  (he  bleeds* 
O  truly  Roman  !  Let  me  embrace  my  Daughter  : 

1  am  not  now  afhamed  to  be  her  Father.  [~  Kneels  by  her. 

Tarp.  Forgive  me  Sir,  the  fcandall  have  given. 

Both  to  my  Parents,  and  my  dearer  Country. 

I  am  unworthy  to  be  called  a  Roman. 

A  Romanis  no  Tray  tor  !  A  Romans  brave, 

Juft,  true,  and  of  a  mind  above  Corruption. 

But  I  have  been  fo  falfel  cannot  fpeak  it. 

The  Soul  of  my  good  name’s  long  fince  expired, 

And  why  (hou’d  I  furvive  ? 

Sp.  Tarp.  True,  true,  my  lovely  Daughter !  O  thou  art  now 
In  this  laft  ebb  of  life,  more  fair  than  ever. 

Others  may  .think  thy  former  beauty  fadeing, 

Languid,  and  dying-pak  as.  a  crept  Lilly  5, 
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To  me  the  Roles  of  thy  Cheeks  ftill  flourilb, 

Frelh  as  the  blooming  Spring,  fweet  as  the  Eaft  .* 

Thele  doling  eyes  are  real  Jewels  now  , 

Poetick  fury  cannot  make  ’em  brighter. 

Tar.  O  tell  me.  Sir,  truly,  as  you  are  noble. 

Do  not  diffemble  .*  Have  I  redeem’d  my  Crime , 

And  with  my  blood  cleans'd  the  foul  ftains  of  Trealbn  ^ 

Sp.Tar.  Believe  me  then,  - 

Thou  art  all  white  again,  my  deatTarpeia ; 

This  glorious  Aft  reftores  thy  innocence  , 

And  from  this  hour,  thou  art  new  born  to  me 
A  fpotlels  Roman  Virgin. 

Tar.  It  is  enough  !  Have  I  all  this  for  dying  ? 

O  Glory  cheaply  bought  /  Come  Death,  come  quickly  $ 

Come  thou,  more  lov’d  than  Curtins $  hafte  to  meet  me. 

The  grim  Man  hears  me.  See!  he  comes  j  I  feel  him. 

Farewel:  I  go  in  hafte  ,  with  greater  Joy, 

Than  love  lick  Virgins  lofe  their  name  to  Hymen. 

Farewel  for  ever.  [  Dyes. 

Sp.Tar.  Farewel  my  lhame,  and  glory ! — •  [Rijing. 

Nature  wou’d  Ihew  it  felf  $  it  vvhifpersme, 

She  was  my  Daughter  $  True,  but  the  died  bravely. 

I  ought  not  then  to  thed  one  tear,  but  triumph. 

Take  up  the  Body,  Souldiers,  as  one  of  us } 

For  tho  Ihe  were  a  Virgin,  Ihe  was  martial. 

Such  Obfequies  as  are  to  Hero’s  given, 

Shall  be  my  Daughters  .•  A  Maid  of  manly  courage  .* 

A  Soul  oppos’d  to  deftiny  :  Her  lhame 

Was  Love  and  Life  ,  Revenge  and  Death  her  fame.  [Exeunt  Omn. 

SCENE  II.  The  Pallace. 

Portia,  Cloe. 

Por.  ’’  |  f  His  welcome  news  muft  lure  reftore  her. 

X  Clo,  I  doubt  it  not  at  all :  Her  late  lleep  too  contributes. 
Por.  Where  not  you  prelent,  Clce)  when  Cornelia 
Made  the  Relation  to  her  ?  ~ 

Clo.  Yes. 

Port.  How  did  Ihe  receive  it  ?  >  ' 

Clo.  As  one  of  us  would  a  furpr  izing  Story, 

When  half  a  lleep:  She  ftarted,  blulht,  thenaskt 
A  thouland  little  queftions,  to  no  purpofe, 

Ha 


Then 
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Then  blufh’t  again  ,  and  turn’d  away  her  eyes , 

As  confcious  and  alhamed  of  her  late  weaknefs. 

IJort,  Theft  fimptoms  Chew  returning  fenft,  tho  flowly> 

And  by  degrees,  as  harmlefs  Virgins  wake 

From  pleating  dreams. - 

Enter  Feliciana,  Cornelia.  *  \ 

Eeli,  O  Port/a !  O  my  Cloe ,  witnefs  all  * 

What  here  Cornelia  tells  me.  Shefayes .Hojlilhis, 

She  fayes  my  Sifter,  too?  And  not  fhe  only, 

But  Hofiilius  are  coming  hither. - 

Pert,  It  ismoft  true. 

Felt.  Co  you  wou’d  all  deceive  me  :  You  tell  me  Heaven 
W ill  come  to  me,  and  all  the  upper  world 
Stoop  to  a  filly  Girl.  Fie  on  you  all ! 

How  can  I  think  it  ?  Go,  you  are  all  deceivers. 

Cot,  Look,  Madam,  truft  your  eyes.  — — 

Enter  Herfilia. 

Hcrfi.  Feliciana  !  O  my  long-mift  Dear.  £  Embracing. 

Fell.  O  my  Sifter  ! 

Herji.  My  hafte  tofte  my  fweet  Feliciana, 

Tranlported  me,  and  wou’d  not  let  me  reft, 

Till  thus  I  fettle  in  her  dear  embrace. - - 

Why  are  youfilent,  fweeteft!  fure  fome  vaft  joy 

Stifles  her  words. - What  does  this  mean,  Cornelia  > 

Cor,  O  Madam,  fince  you  went,  all  her  fair  fenfts 
Have  been  as  abfent,  as  your  ftlf,  and  her 
Much  loved  Hojiilws.  ! 

Clo,  No  wonder  then  the  way  being  thusdifturb’d, 

If  her  returning  Wits  appear  to  wander. 

Herfi,  Fie  guide  e’m  right,  for  I  have  joyesin  ftore, 

Great,  as  her  paft  affeftons.  Come  with  me  Q^Fel. 

Sweet  innocence !  Fortune’s  not  alwayes  angry 
She  now  is  pleas’d  again,  and  bids  you  too 
Smilelike  herfelf,  the  happy  hour’s  arriv’d  : 

The  happy  hour,  that  gives  your  Sifter  means  — 

To  pay  what  (he  has  Rood  fo  long  engag’d  for.  ' 

He  make  Hofiilius  yours :  For  I  can  give  him.  1  1  - 

Fel.  I  dare  not  truft  you. 

Her.  You  muft.*  You  lball  this  once,  and  never  after. 

Haft,  my  Feliciana :  Letus  flie, 

On  the  foft  wings  of  Love,  to  meet  Hojiilm. 
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SCENEIII.  A  Garden- 

Enter  Hoftilius. 

T His  is  the  place,  and  this  the  lime  appointed. 

As  foon  as  I  arriv’d  back  at  the  Pallace,  — 

Thefe  were  her  words.  —  Tie  then  and  there  faidfhe. 

Confer  the  dear  reward!  mention.  - 

What  can  that  be  ?  but  what,  it  fhou’d  not  be. 

She  knows,  fhe  knowes,  I  value  no  reward , 

But  only  what,  fhe  fhou’d  not  give,  her  Love. 

O  Romulus  !  my  friend  !  how  can  I  think, 

That  name,  and  yet  wait  here  for  his  difhonour*  — 

Yeti  am  innocent,  — —  Tie  back  again. 

She  is  not  here  :  Than  why  ftiou’d  I  expert 
Anddofo  foul  an  action,  in  cold  blood? 

No,  I  will  back  again  .• -  I  cannot  go. 

Methinks  I  fhou’d  attend  a  Ladies  motion. 

Much  more  a  Queens,  a  Goddefs,  fuch  as  Hcrjiha*  r 
Deceitful  Love  !0  thou  falfe  impoftorf 
O  my  my  loft  friendftiip  !:Loft !  I  will  not  loft  it. 

But  one  turn  more,  and  I  will,  will  go.  [Exitw 

Enter  Herfflia,  and  /peaks  en  firing.*  . 

Her/  Stand  you  all  out  of  fight  s  there  at  that  turning, 

And  when /  call  appear.  - —  1  lee  him  yonder, 

Penfive  he  walks,  as  ifhe  fear’d  to  meet 
What  heexpe&s.  I  know  he  thinks  my  Love, 

The  promifed  Recompence,  for  his  paft  fervice. 

He  foon  transfer  his  thoughts  to  the  right  object 
He  fees  me. 

Enter  Hoftilius. 

Herf.  Does  not  Ho/lilius  wonder  to  what  end 
I  meet  him  thus,  and  in  a  place  fb  far 
•Removed  from  fight  and  interruption  ? 

tioji .  Not  at  all,  Madam  :  H erjiha  cannot  have  * 

A  thought  unworthy  of  her  felf,  and  Honour : 

(  Afide )  What  a  foft  charming  look  has  fhe  put  on? 

Oh  I  am  ruin’d!  - -  «; 

Herf.  1  told  you  Sir,  I  knew, 

Of  a  reward  that  I  am  fure  will  pleafe  you : 

Tis  Love,  and  fuch  a  Love  you  mfuft  not  flight, 

-  -  —  -■  —  ^ — — — 
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Hojl.  Ay  :  It  is  fo :  My  fears,  and  my  defires 
Are  joyn’d  to  make  me  wretched  ;  I  am  loft.' 

Toft  paft  recovery. 

What  Man  can  ftand  againft  fuch  fweet  temptation  ?  [Afde. 

Herf.  ’Tis  from  no  Common  beauty  5  but  one  adorn’d 
With  all  the  advantages  of  Birth  and  Fortune, 

Young,  witty,  noble,  innocent,  and  fair. 

As  the  firft  fmiles  of  Summer  Mornings  are : 

Chearful  as  April  Suns,  frefh  as  the  Spring;  — 

Hojl.  It  muft  be  ihe  her  (elf,  the  Charafrer 
Sutes  with  no  other  Woman;  - — —  \_Afde. 

Enter  Romulus,  (unfeetuj 
Rom.  Ha  /  my  Herf  lid,  and  Hof  Hitts  here 
Alone  too  — —  [Stands  ajide. 

Herf.  Such  is  the  Lady  that  has  loved  you  long, 

Hof  ill  us  :  She  has  loved  you  t,o.  excels, 

But  hitherto  unknown;  her  flame  has  lafted 
Silent  and  to  her  felf,  as  Lamps  iti  Tombs.  — 

I  am  amaz’d  to  fee  you  thus  unmoved. 

Can  you  hear  this  Intelligence,  from  me  too,  . 

And  give  it  no  more  welcome  ?  -  J  • 

Rom.  What  do  I  hear  ?  What,  do  I  fee  ?  I  will 
Not  truft  my  fenfcs,  they  are  .all  deceitful 

No,  in  defpight  of  my  own  eye  and  ear,  _ ' 

I’le  obferve  on  :  Down,  down,  rebellious  thought,  -r* 

’Tis  falfe,  Hetflia  cannot  wrong  me. 

Hof.  Thefe  are  too  quick  advapees :  And  lefs  than 
Decent,  Methinks,  (he’s  not  ft>  fair  as. lately. 

A  Cloud  is  drawing  o’ re  her  eye,  I  fee  it. 

Now  love,  where  art  thou  ?  the  Coward  Boy’s  retiring 

Honour  I  am  all  thine.  - 

Madam,  l  muft  confefs ,  itis  a  yaft  . 

Reward  you  offer  for  a  little  fervice.  , . 

So  vaft,  and  fe>  furprizing  is  the  offer, 

I  fearce  have  fenfe  enough  left  to  refufe  it.  "  ' 

Had  your  words  been  lefs  clear,  I  Ihou 'd  not  then 
Have  dared  to  know  their  meaning's  But  now 
They  are  lb  plain,  I  muft  not  underftahd  ’em. 

Herf.  I  am  o’rejoy’d  to  find  himanfwer  thus. 

I  fee  he  thinks  it  is  my  Love  I  offer  5 
And  by  my  conduct  I  have  cur’d  his  phrenzy, 

Extinguifht  allthe  Rebel  flame  for  me, 


C 


'*  *  • 

1  jd'Quoai  A 
:w  f>X>AY 


[Afde, 

And 


Sabine  War.  55 

And  made  him  capable  of  a  new  paffion.  [  Ajide* 

— —And  can  youthen  refiife  the  Love  I  bring  you  ? 

Can  you,  Hofiilius ,  when  Herjilia  fayes 
Love  and  be  happy ,  flight  the  precious  news  ? 

How  have  I  been  deceiv’d  ?  ’Twas  falfly  faid, 

Hojiilius  honour’d,  loved, adored  Herfilia , 

Since  fhe  commends  a  Ladies  Paffion  to  him  ? 

And  yet  Hojiilius  ftandsasunconcernd. 

Rom.  He  hear  no  more  .•  My  patience  is  abufed. 

Falfe ,  F alfe  Herjilia.  Q  Rom .  comes  forward. 

Her/.  My  Lord,  I  have  been  making  Love  here.  — — 

Rom.  Andean  you  own  it  too?  But  you  re  already 
Too  much  diflembled.  O  that  I  had  died 
By  Tatius  jufter  fentence  5  not  lived  to  fee 
His  Daughter,  thus  much  worfe  than  kill  me. 

Herf.  Nay, than  kistime  to  difabufe  you  both— — 

Feliciana :  Sifter  !  Where  are  you  ? 

Enter  Feliciana  and  Attendants • 

Look,  Hoflilins  - - 

This  is  the  Lady,  for  whofe  fake  I  wo  you. 

Has  not  my  Character,  fhort  of  her  Beauty, 

Wrong’d  her,  by  an  imperfeft  commendation? 

Take  her,  brave  Man,  and  here  beftow  that  love. 

Which  err’d  tome  $  nor  was  your  Error  loft, 

When  you  imagin’d  1  could  wrong  my  Lord 
But  in  a  thought  fTwas  all  defigned  for  this. 

Rom „  How  bafe  do  I  appear  /  Poor, and  unworthy  y 
And  how  divine  Herjilia  :  yet  I  am  pleafed. 

Take  from  my  Character  ye  Gods:  Take,  take. 

Yet  more,  and  add  it  all  to  hers  5  for  fhe 
Alone  merits  to  be,  nay  is  perfe&ion. 

Let  after  Ages  copy  from  Herjilia , 

When  they  wou’d  learn  what’s  good, or  chafte,or  noble.- 
But  let  the  name  of  Romulus  be  odious. 

Since  he  could  wrong  her  love  by  bafe  fufpition. 

Can  you  forgive  ?  ~ < ►  O  I  want  affurance 
To  ask.  So  much  injuftice  you  ought  not. 

You  muft  not  pardon.  Such  a  Crime  as  mine 
Exceeds,  if  it  were  poffible,  your  Goodnefs.  — - 
Herf  O  hold,  or  I  (hall  doubt  with  better  caufe 
Your  love,  than  ydu  did  mine.  Can  Romulus 
Be  kind  to  me,  and  yet  forbid  my  kindnefs? 
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Youfpeak  of  pardon,  where  you  ne  re  offended. 

My  deareft  Lord,  I’m  pleas’d  at  your  fufpicion. 
if  (as  thappearance  was^  you  had  not  been  moved, 

Sure  you  had  loved  me  left. 

Rom.  O  wondrous  goodnefsl  Miracle  of  women. 

Can  you  (till  love  me  > 

Hcrf.  My  life,  lean,  I  doe!  [Embracing. 

Hoji.  But,  Madam,  what  muft  I  return,  for  this  dear  blefling  ? 

Pm  fo  confounded  with  the  mighty  favour, 

1  know  not  where  firft  to  beftow  my  thanks  5 

To  my  fweet  Miftrefs,  here,  who  thought  me  worthy, 

Or  to  your  felf,  who  form’d  my  erring  -heart, 

Forfucha  Heaven, 

H erf.  Pay  ’em  to  her:  Only  her  loye  deferves  them. 

See,  Sir,  her  blufhes  keep  her  fpeechlefs  5  but 
That  very  filence  tells  you,  (he  merits  more 

Than  you  can  pay  her.  - 

.  Enter  a  Soldier. 

Sol.  To,  Armes,  to  Armes :  O  !  quick,  or  R ome  is  loft. 

The  Sabines  enter  at  Port  Janualis 

Led  on  by  Tatvus :  Curtins  too  half  defperate, 

Since  his  late  lofs ,  fights  now  with  double  Courage. 

The  Guards  give  ground  apace,  and  they  are  neer 
Poffeftof  all  that  Quarter. 

Rout.  A  truce  with  Love  Uojldius ,  we  are  call’d 

To  bolder  aftions, -  v 

H oft.  -  Were  all  their  Army  prefent 

1  have  no  power  to  ftir,  till  thus  I  pay, 

At  this  foft  (brine  of  Love  and  innocence 

My  firft  Devotions.  [  Kijfes  Feliciana’s  band. 

From  this  dear  touch,  I  take  new  life,  new  Love, 

And  thus  infpir’d  to  certain  conqueft  move.  [Ex.  Rom.  Hoft. 

Fcli.  He’s  gone;  while  he  was  here  1  had  no  power 
To  fpeak,  to  move,  or  any  thing  but  blufti. 

My  overflowing  joy  met  every  thought, 

And  choak’d  my  words  ere  they  could  reach  my  tongue. 

My  fears,  my  fears,  now  give  me  Elocution. 

O  I  (hall  lofe  your  Prefent  Sifter.  In  vain, 

You  gave  me  the  brave  Man:  The  cruel  Sabines 
Will  rob  me  of  H oflilius. 

Werf.  Why  (hon’d  you  fear 
Succds?  have  not  I  made  a  greater  venture, 
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My  Soul,,  my  Romulus,  my  All  I  hazard 

In  this  ingagement.  -  But  if  I  hazard  all 

Why  ftand  I  here  ?  Can  I  befafe,  when  he, 

My  better  felf’s  in  danger  ?  Cloe ,  run. 

Gather  the  Sabine  Women  in  a  body  : 

Bid  ’em  all  meet  with  fpeed  at  Juno's  Temple.  — 

Fcli.  What  means  my  Sifter  ?  [Exit  Cloe. 

Her .  I  feelunufual  joy  (hoot  through  my  heart: 

Something  within  me^whilpers,  that  as  I.  </ 

Firft  caufed  this  war,  fo  it  is  I  muft  end  it. 

Swell  noble  thought ,  That  I  may  fomething  do 
Worthy  a  Roman  Wife,  and  Sabine  Daughter. 

Enter  Portia. 

Port.  Be  happy  Madam:  Heaven  declares  for  Rome.  •• 

The  Gods  fightfor  us.  When  your  Romulus  / 

Found  his  men  flying,  and  that  no  perfwafions, 

Nor  threats,  nor  his  example  cou  d  prevail, 

To  ftay  the  Coward  Fugitives,  to  all 
His  friends  above,  the  pious  Roman  calls. 

And  vows  a  Temple  in  the  place  to  Jove. 

Behold  a  Miracle  /  they ,  who  but  now 
Fled  as  Co  many  Hares,  turn  on  the  Hidden. 

H  erf.  I'm  feifed  with  joy  and  wonder. 

Pert.  But  this  is,  Madam,  wonderful  indeed. 

While  the  prevailing  Sabines  bore  all  before  ’em, 

Purfuing  fiercely  along  by  Janus  Temple, 

A’ftream  of  Sulphur  flow’d  more  fiercely  on  ’em, 

From  the  offended  God  .*  Drowning  atid  burning  them. 

But  giving  us  more  time  and  means  to  rally. 

Her/.  Shall  the  two  ever  jarring  Elements 
Of  Fire  and  Water,  lay^  by  their  enmity. 

Uniting  both  their  powers  for  Rome ,  while  I, 

The  Wife  of  Romulus ,  ftand  unconcern’d  ? 

No,  I  will  lofe  my  Nature  too  5  caft  off 
The  fears  of  Woman,  and  with  a  Troop 
Of  my  own  Sex,  confront  the  tln'\eft  danger. 

But  ftay  you  here,  my  fweet  Feliciana , 

Thy  years  are  much  unfit  for  (uch  a  hazard. 

Pel.  Unkind  Herfilia!  Why  Aloud  you  under-rate 
My  love,  and  think  it  lefs  than  yours  ? 

Young  as  I  am,  I  dare  as  much  as  you. 

For  love  and  my  Hojlilm ,  I  am  all  fire : 

*  ! . 
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And  yet  I  durft  not  go,  were  not  he  there  3 
But  to  meet  him,  tho  in  a  Grave,  I  dare. 


£  Exeunt  omnes . 


SCENE  Z)lt.  The  Scene  draws,  and  difeovers  the  Romans 
and  Sabines  ready  to  engage .  Drums  and  Trumpets . 


Romulus,  Hoftilius,  Tatius  and  Curtius  come  forward. 

Tat.  Forbear  a  while. - Since,  Romulus^Nt  meet 

So  opportunely,  let  us  two,  who  have 
The  cheif  concern  in  this  unhappy  War, 

Decide  the  quarrel  fingly.  Why  fhou’d  we 
Profufely  caft  away  a  thoufand  lives 
Harmlefs  and  unconcern’d  ?  when  we  may  better 
Stake  all  th*  event  of  war  on  our  own  heads. 

Rom.  The  offers  juft  and  noble  :  I  accept  it. 

Tat.  Give  your  command  then,  to  your  Roman  party. 

As  I  to  mine  (  who  1 5m  fure  will  obey  me) 

That  they  remain  fpedators  only,  and 
Both  fides  yeildto  him  that  conquers. 

H oji.  Sure  Tatius,nQ\Gt  heard  Hoftilius  named. 

Am  I  foe  great  a  ftranger,  to  your  ear? 

Or  has  report,  ne’re  mentioned  the  ftrid  friendfhip. 

With  which  the  God  like  Romulus  has  graced  me. 

3Tis  time  you  know  it  now,  if  yet  you  have  not. 

I  cannot  fee  my  King  engaged, 

And  I  unadive. - 

Cur. - Nor  I  my  General. 

Once  more  ,  Hoftilius,  fortune  prefents  my  fword 
To  oppofe  yours ;  fure  now  we  may  decide 
What  late  we  left  imperfed. 

H  oft.  With  as  much  joy  asabfent  Loverrmeet* 

Tarp .  Is  there  not  yet  one  Sabine  more  that  dare 
Conteft  with  me  the  Juftice  of  this  War? 

Muft  I  be  fo  unhappy  to  ftand  idle, 

A  poor  Spedator  of  brave  deeds,  and  want 
One  noble  Enemy  among  fo  many  ? 

[  Two  or  three  Sabines  are  coming  forward  ioanfwer. 

Tat.  Retire  and  keep  your  places.  —  You  fee  7  arpeius 
Here  are  enow,  that  ft  rive  for  the  like  honour  5 
Butfince  your  King  agrees  tdfight  mefingle, 
l  ie  have  no  more  engaged  than  are  already  .* 

Ho  films,  has  indeed  put  in  no  common  claim* 
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Or  elfe  he  too  had  been  refufed. 

R om.  Be  not  difpleafed,  thou  brave  and  worthy  Romm. 

’Tis  fit  I  leave  one  friend«Iive,  to  tell  [ 'Embracing  Tarp. 

Pofterity,  how  much  I  die  Heijilias : 

How  much  my  heart  abhorAl  to  live, 

Unlcls  in  her  .•  How  my  laft  tillable  was  her’s, 

And  how  my  Soul  Hew  ina  trembling  figh 

Up  with  her  name  to  Heaven.  -  £  Tarp.  retires. 

Tat.  We  lofe  too  many  minutes  5  Roman  advance. 

And  meet  me  as  a  Foe  implacable. 

Refpect  me  not,  as  Father  to  H erfilia. 

Rather  than  lb,  I  cancel  all  Relation, 

Quit  my  Alliance,  and  difown  my  blood.  They  all  pafs. 

Enter  Herfilia,  Feliciana,  and  other  Women , 
who  all  run  in  between  ’em. 

Herf.  Do,  -  kill  us  firft,  and  then  your  felvts.  Add  this 

T  o  the  great  Lift  of  all  your  Glorious  Afts, 

That  you  have  Murdred  all  thefe  unarm’d  Women  .* 

Where  am  I  now  arriv’d  ?  Is  that  my  Father  s’ 

He  is  or  Ihou’d  be  :  This  I’mefure’s  my  Husband.  — 

Feli.  And  this  to  me  more  dear,  than  thoufand  Husbands. 

Tie  be  H ojlilius  (hield,  weak  as  I  am, 

He  that  wounds  him  muft  do  it  through  my  breaft. 

Hei "f.  Sir,  [_To  Tatius  kneeling* 

Tat.  Woman  away. 

H erf.  Have  I  no  nearer  Name  ? 

Tat.  Herfilia, - 

H erf.  Still  that  has  too  much  diftance :  methinks 
I  hear  my  Mothers  Soul,  from  her  bleft  feat 
Of  reft,  callout  and  lay,  I  am  your  Daughter. 

Tat.  You  were }  till  difobedient  Love  blotted  that  name, 

And  render’d  all  my  blood  degenerate, 

tier/.  —  My  Lord, - —  To  Romulus. 

R om.  My  better  life  !  Retire  Herfilia.  Q  Raifing  her . 

O  do  not  thus  expofe  to  the  blind.  Sword, 

A  life  ineftimable;  To  fee  you  bleed 
Wou’d  kill  my  very  Soul.  Shou’d  I  lofe  you 
l  lofe  a  thouland  lives,  a  thoufand  worlds. 

H erf.  Perilh  a  thouland  Worlds,  before  I  fee 
Vly  Father  kill  my  Husband  5  He  my  Father. 

V ou  both  devide  my  Duty :  1  live  in  both. 

And  die  in  either4.-  why Ihou’d youthen  endeavor? 
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To  murder  me  twice  over  in  your  felves. 

I  had  rather  once  in  my  own  perfondie 
Than  twice  in  yours :  Begin,  begin  with  me : 

Take  my  life  he  that  pleafes  5  take  it  freely. 

But  fpare  each  other. - 

Tat .  Thefe,  Romulus,  are  your  fecurity  * 

Lie  draw  my  Party  off  3  feme  other  time 
We’ll  find  an  hour  more  mafculine  and  noble, 

When  we  may  aft  like  men,  not  talk  to  women. 

H erf  Oftay^  for  to  part  thus  has  fomething  in’it 
Worfe  than  my  prefent  fears.  O  hear  me  Sabines! 

Hear  me  you  noble  Romans  !  If  for  my  lake 
This  war  wasfirft  begun  ,  why  for  my  lake 
May  it  not  now  be  ended  .<?  Am  I  Herjilia  > 

Have  I  a  Father  and  a  Husband  here. 

And  yet  wantintereft  to  mediate  with  you  ? 

Sure  Nature  cannot  be  fo  far  defeftive  5 
I  know  my  Father  cannot  be  obdurate  3 
I  know  it  by  my  felf  3  if  he  were  cruel 
I  could  not  be  compafiionate  and  kind': 

No,  he  was  never  cruel  3  Stwas  but  difii  mutation. 

When  lately  he  condemn’d  my  Lord  and  I. 

Tat .  Thus  far  *tis  true,  tho  I  condemn’d  you  juftly, 

I  never  meant  the  threatned  Execution- 
Curtins  knows  it, - 

Eut  what  is  that  to  this  ?  We  now  meet  equal* 

And  I  to  vindicate  my  Right,  and  Honour* 

Herjilia ,  give  us  way  3.  when  Kings  dilpute* 

Swords  are  their  Arguments,  Force  their  perfwafion. 

Herf.  No, make  your  way  to<  him  through  me.  -  Yet  hold* 

Your  Sword  is  needlefs,  I  feel  a  fharperweapony 
The  thought  of  your  unkindnefs  kills  me  feirer;  [  Faints 

Rom .  O  ftay  fair  Soul !  If  but  one  minute  longer, 

Stay  but  to  take  me  with  you. —  No,  (hes  gone.^ 

Look  back  Her I  (hall  foono’re  take  you. 

r  Offers  to  fall  on  his  Srvord.  HoftiliUS 
holds  him.  Herfilia  recovers , 

Herf.  What  pleafing  voice  unkindly  calls  me  back. 

From  the  eternal  reft-  of  injur’d  Lovers  ? 

Sure  2tis  my  Lord  3  it  muft,  i  t  muft:  be  he  3 
No  Tongue  but  his  can  draw  Souls  from  Heaven.  [Embracing  Rom. 
TaL.  lam  a’recome.  He  that  can  fee  fuch  Love 
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And  yet  not  melt,  is  not  a  Man  but  Devil.  , 

I  yield,  I  yield,  O  Divine  power  of  Love, 

That  can  fubdue  a  fury  fuch  as  mine  / 

LUe  Embraces  Romulus  and  Herfilia. 
Be  happy  in  each  other,  beftof  Lovers , 

My  Daughter,  and  my  Son  !  I’m  doubly  bleft  } 

Since  now  in  knowing  you,  /know  my  bleffing.  - 

Sheath  all  your  Swords  :  give  the  Command  abroad. 

That  like  me,  each  embrace  his  Enemy. 

[Curtins  and  Hoftilius  Embrace ,.  &c. 

H erf.  O  happy  change, 

Rom.  Bleft  be  Herfilia ,  ever ! 

Since  to  her  Piety  we  owe  this  change. 

Never  was  War  fo  ended  ! 

Uoft .  Yet  one  more  bleffing,  Sir, and  we  are  all  happy.  [To  Tat. 

[  Approaching  with  Feliciana* 
Our  hearts  are  both  united :  We  only  want 
Your  favour  to  compleat  a  Glorious  Hymen. 

Tat.  This  is  my  (econd  comfort.  Take  her  Hoftilius , 

For  you  deferve  her.  Thou  (econd  Romulus  ! 

Live ,  Love,  and  be  asf  happy  as  the  firft. 

Cur.  Tarpeius  you  alone  know  my  diftionour.  [Aftde  to  Tarp*. 
My  fal (e,  bafe,  Treafon,  and  the  Love  that  caufed  it : 

My  mind  is  now  reform’d  :  I  am  no  more. 

Rival  to  Romnlus ,  but  his  admirer. 

When  I  behold  his  flame  my  own  expires. 

As  brighter  Suns  put  out  the  leffer  fires. 

As  you  are  Noble,  then  conceal  my  ftiame, 

For  I  repent  it  much. - 

And  Jam  now  prepar’d  by  future  kindnefs 
To  pay  offall  that  mighty  Debt  of  Love, 

Which  I  have  too  long  ow’d  to  your  much  injured  Daughter. 

Sp.  Tarp.  Your  Debts  difcharged,  Sabinus ,  and  hers  already  paid 
To  Nature.*  Tarpeia  is  no  more. 

Cur.  Tarpeia  dead  ?  Forbid  it  Heaven  ! 

Sp.  Tarp.  Unable  to  endure  the  fenfe  of  (uch  diftionour 
As  her  unhappy  Love  contrafted,  by  her  own  hand 
She;wafht  the  fpots  of  Fame  in  her  own  blood. 

Cur.  Ah  Noble  Maid  !  too  brave,  and  too  unhappy  ? 

Heroes  and  Demy-Gods  (hall  Celebrate  Tarpeia. 

Queens  when  they’d  Name  a  Maid  of  mighty  Courage, 

And.  vindicate  their  Sex  above  the  Male, 

^ — ■ — —  -  T—  _ WLL 
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Will  (ay  Tarpeia :  But  moft  the  haplefs  Lover, 

When  he  complains  of  Crofs  and  Cruel  Stars, 

Shall  weeping  mention  her  fad  fate  and  call  it  his. 

Sp.  Tarp.  Curtins  no  more  .-  Let  us  forget  our  forrows. 
We  injure  much  our  Countries  pnblick  Joy.- 
No  Paffion  now Ihoud  Raign, but  Love  and  Triumph. 

Tat.  Rowans  and  Sabines  are  no  longer  two. 

But  the  lame  Nation,  now.-  Where  fuch  a  Lows 
Has  fhew’d  the  way  to  Rome,  we  mu  ft  all  follow. 

Rons.  Renowrid  for  ever  be  this  day  and  place.- 
Here  for  all  Ages,  let  the  Roman  Tribes, 

Fix  their  Comitium  ,  for  more  folemn  frieetings. 

Here  every  year  let  all  the  blooming  Youth, 

And  tender  Virgins,  of  our  now  own  people. 

In  Songs  and  Revels  Celebrate  this  day: 

And  as  a  Monument  of  the  late  wonder, 

Let  Jams  Temple,  ever  open  ftand 
When  Rome  has  War,  the  God  for  us  will  folly. 
Happy  the  Nuptials,  when  two  Kingdomes  Wed  : 
Empire  and  Crowns  fpringfrom  that  Marriage  Bed. 
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EF ILOGUE  Writ  By  Mrs.  A.  I 

Spoken  by  Tarpeia.  '• 

F. Air  Ladies,  pitty  an  unhappy  Maid,  A 
By  For  tune ,  and  by  fait  hie fs  Love  betray  d. 
Innocent  once.—Z  /  fcarce  kiiew  how  to  fin , 

Till  that  unlucky  Devil  entring  in. 

Did  all  my  Honour,  all  my  Faith  undo  : 

Love!  //&  Ambition,  makes  us  Rebels  too: 
And  of  all  Treafons,  mine  was  moft  accurjl  j 
Rebelling  ’gainjl  a  King  and  Father  firfi. 

A  Sin,  which  Heavn  nor  Man  can  ere  forgive  ; 
Nor  could  I  AFt.it  with  the  face  to  live. 

My  Dagger  did  my  Honours  caufe  redrefs  5 
But  oh  !  my  blujhing  Ghoji  mufl  needs  confejs , 

Had  my  young  Charming  Loner  faithful  been, 

I  fear  I'd  dy  d  with  unrepented  Sin. 

There's  nothing  can  my  Reputation  fave 
With  all  the  True,  the  Loyal  and  the  Brave  5 
Not  my  Remorf?,  or  Death,  can  expiaTe~ 

With  them  a  Treafon  [ 'gainjl  the  KING  and  State. 
Some  Love-ficf  Maid  perhaps,  now  I  am  gone , 

(  Raging  with  Love,  and  by  that  Love  undone ; ) 
May  form  feme  little  Argument  for  me, 

T  excufe  ni  Ingratitude  and  Treachery. 

Some  of  the  Sparks  too,  that  infedl  the  Pit, 

(  Whofe  Honefty  is  equal  to  their  Wit, 

And  think  Rebellion  but  a  petty  Crime, 

Can  turn  to  all  fides  Intrefi  does  incline , ) 

May  cry  1 1  gad  I  think  the  Wench  is  wife  5 
‘  Had  it  prov’d  Lucky,  twas,  the  way  to  rile. 


The  Epilogue. 

*  She  had  a  Roman  Spirit,  that  difdains 

‘  Dull  Loyalty,  and  the  yoke  of  Sovereigns. 

*  A  Eox  of  Fathers,  and  Reproach  to  come  5 
‘She  was  the  firft  and  Nobleft  Whig  of  Rome. 

But  may  that  Ghoft  in  quiet  never  reft , 

Who  thinks  it  fe/f  with  Traytors  Praifes  bleft. 


FINIS . 


